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CHAPTER  I. 

Edwaed  Slomax  and  Mrs.  Chell — relict  of 
the  departed  judge's  clerk — were  engaged 
in  the  discussion  of  a  subject  of  no  slight 
importance,  and  from  the  somewhat  stiff 
and  unyielding  deportment  of  the  latter 
it  seemed  as  if  a  decided  difference  of 
opinion  existed  between  them. 

'  Without  the  smallest  wish  on  my  part, 
sir,  to  dictate  what  the  conduct  of  people 
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shoiikl  be,  and  what  it  should  not  be, 
morning,  noon,  and  night,'  remarked  she, 
lookinf):  strai2:ht  down  her  nose  with  her 
eyes  half  closed,  and  sitting  more  on  th(^ 
edge  of  her  chair  than  in  the  centre  of  it, 
'  I  think  I  may  say  that  I  knoAv  what  the 
proprieties  of  life  are.  My  late  and  soh; 
husband,  Chell,  took  a  great  pride  in  ni}- 
knowledge  of  the  proprieties  of  life,  and 
often  said  that  the  large  and  increasing 
population  of  the  metropolis  would  be 
much  benefited  by  carrying  them  out  in 
every  particular,  not  omitting  one.  Now, 
I  opine,'  continued  she,  'that  your  wish 
for  Miss  Griselda  to  come  and  dine  in 
chambers  previous  to  your  marriage  vnth 
her  is  extravagantly  unreasonable  and 
ought  to  meet  with,  as  it  does,  the  most 
determined  opposition  on  my  part.    Nevei-, 
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Mr.  Slomax,  never  will  I  consent  to  a  pre- 
nuptial  dinner.' 

'  I  really  cannot  see  the  smallest  objec- 
tion to  it,  Jenny,'  replied  he.  '  Instead  of 
having  her  nmtton  chop  at  your  first 
<.-ousin's,  the  wife  of  that  most  industrious 
and  sober  bootmaker,  she  would  have, 
perhaps,  the  wing  of  a  chicken  cooked  in 
your  best  style.' 

'  Xo  pre-nuptial  dinner,  Mr.  Slomax,' 
rejoined  Jenny,  with  a  shake  of  the  head 
and  compressing  her  lips.  '  Xo  pre-nuptial 
dinner.' 

'  But  vou,  Jennv,  as  I  said,'  returned 
he,  '  were  to  make  up  the  odd  number  of 
three  of  the  party.' 

'And  therefore  being  one  too  many,' 
added  Mrs.  Chell,  'would  certainly  spoil 
the    pre-nuptial    dinner.      I    opine,    Mr. 
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Slomax.  that  you  had  much  ])ctter  dismiss^ 
it  altogether  from  your  thoughts.' 

'Your  objection,  Jenny,  groundless  as  it 
appears,'  responded  he,  '  must  be  accepted^ 
I  sujDpose,  as  over-ruling  and  conclusive. 
The  dinner  shall  be  a  post-nuptial  one.' 

'That's  a  very  different  state  of  things,' 
added  she,  '  and  I  will  do  my  best  to  make 
the  post-nuptial  dinner  worthy  of  the 
occasion.' 

'  On  Sunday  next,'  continued  Mrs.  Chell, 
as  the  bright  sunshine  of  her  thoughts 
spread  itself  over  her  rubicund  visage, 
before  giving  expression  to  them,  '  the 
third  time  of  asking  will  be  finished  up, 
and  the  following  day,  which  is  the  earliest 
that  could  be  fixed  for  the  august 
ceremony,  you,  Mr.  Slomax,  will  be 
married  to  the  SAveetest  and  loveliest  young 
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lady  that  it  has  ever  been  my  happy  lot 
to  take  upon  my  lap  and  fondle  as  I  would 
a  babby/ 

'  You  have  done,  Jenny,  and  are  doing 
everything  in  your  power  to  render  her  a 
spoiled  child,'  observed  he. 

'  Which  if  showing  a  little  bit  of  extra 
kindness  is  a  sin,'  responded  she,  ^  let  it 
lie  at  my  door.  Til  not  even  try  to  sweep 
it  away.' 

'  Referring  to  the  august  ceremony, 
appointed  to  take  place  on  Monday  next 
the  first  of  May,  that  being  the  anniver- 
sary of  Jack-in-the-green  and  his  attendant 
sweeps,'  remarked  he,  with  a  good  humour- 
ed laugh,  '  what  are  the  arrangements 
about  the  bridesmaids  ?  You,  Jenny,  I 
.suppose  will  be  one.' 

'■  As    the    widow    of  a  demised  judge's 
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clerk  the  witness,  perhaps,  Mr.  Slomax,  of 
my  actions  here  below  from  his  merited 
high  position  above,'  replied  Mrs.  Chell,. 
with  great  solemnit}^,  '  I  am  not  qualihed 
for  the  honour  of  being  a  bridesmaid. 
Upon  one  occasion,  only,  and  that  was 
previous  to  my  marriage,  I  acted  the  part 
of  bridesmaid  to  my  first  cousin  the  Avifo 
of — as  you  are  pleased  to  call  him — that 
most  industrious  and  sober  shoemaker  with 
whom  Miss  Griselda  is  now  staying  in  the 
capacity  of  a  lodger.' 

'  Am  I  to  understand  then,'  rejoined  he, 
'  that  a  widow  cannot  l)e,  in  the  eyes  of  the 
law,  a  bridesmaid  ?' 

'  Decidedly  not,'  returned  Mrs.  Chell,  in 
a  most  positive  tone  and  manner,  'or  in 
the  eyes  of  anybody  else  besides   the  law. 
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All  widows  have  lost  the  claim  for  ever  of 
being  bridesmaids,  sir.' 

'  Then  it  appears  to  me  that,  at  this  late 
stage  of  the  proceedings,'  added  he,  '  we 
are  in  a  pretty  pickle.' 

'Why?'  curtly  asked  Mrs.  Chell,  feeling 
for  the  moment  that  her  discretionary 
arrangements  were  being  impugned. 

'  It  seems  that  we  are  running  the  im- 
minent risk,'  responded  he,  '  of  appearing  at 
the  altar  without  bridesmaids.  That's  all, 
Jenny,'  and  he  threw  one  knee  over  the 
other  and  flung  himself  back  in  his  seat 
wdth  an  air  of  profound  discontent. 

'And  supposing  the  worst  that  can 
happen,  Mr.  Slomax,'  returned  she,  rather 
more  defiant  in  her  manner  than  concili- 
atory ;     '  supposing    that   WT,    the    bridal 
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party,  do  appear  at  the  altar  without 
bridesmaids,  that  will  not  render  the 
august  ceremony  null  and  void.  Brides- 
maids, sir,  are  only  ornaments,  not  essen- 
tials.' 

^My  impression  was,  Jenny,'  added  he, 
^  that  they  were  essentials.' 

'  Oh,  dear  no,  sir !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Chell. 
^A  marriage  is  quite  as  legal  mthout 
them  as  with  them ;  and,  on  this  })ar- 
ticular  occasion,  I  think  we  had  l)etter 
dispense  with  bridesmaids.' 

'As  you  please,  Jenny,'  said  he.  'The 
arrangements  are  entirely  in  your  hands, 
and  you  are  under  the  heavy  responsi- 
bility of  carrying  them  out  so  as  to 
fulfil  the  whole  of  the  .  ecclesiastical  con- 
ditions in  rendering  our  marriage  bnvful 
and  ratified   beyond   tlie  possibility  of  a 
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doubt.  I  care  nothing  about  bricles- 
maids,'  continued  he,  '  or  any  other  kind 
of  maids,  so  long  as  you  will  give  nie 
the  positive  assurance  that,  when  we 
turn  our  backs  upon  the  altar,  no  man 
can  put  asunder  those  whom  God  has 
joined  together.  That's  all  I  ask  at  your 
hands,    Jenny,    and    less    will   not    satisfy 


me.' 


'  rn  take  great  care,  sir,  that,  after 
next  Monday,  the  first  of  May,'  rejoined 
she,  '  no  man  living — not  even  that  Chick- 
abiddy himself,  backed  by  the  entire  body 
of  the  Bench  and  the  whole  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  English  bar — shall  put  you 
asunder.  Having  cut  him  out,  !Mr.  Slo- 
max,  he  shall  remain  cut  out  as  long  as  his 
name  is  Chickabiddy.  It  was  my  great 
privilege,'  continued  Mrs.  Chell,   '  to  have 
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a  hand  in  cutting  him  out,  and  out  he 
shall  be  as  long  as  this  world  turns  round 
upon  its  bottom.' 

^  I  am  not  sure  that  it  does,  Jenny,' 
observed  he.  '  In  fact,  we  are  taught 
to  believe  that  it  revolves  upon  its  own 
axis.' 

'  In  that  case;  Mr.  Slomax,'  responded 
she,  ^  it  is  under  no  obligation.  The 
world,  having  its  own  axis — whatever  that 
may  mean — is  independent  of  any  other 
axis ;  and  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  As 
my  Chcll  often  used  to  say,  there's  no- 
thing like  independence.' 

'  That  concluding  word  of  yours,  Jenny,* 
returned  he,  '  has  struck  a  chord  in  my 
heart  which  gives  me  pain,' 

'  Then  I  wish,  sir,  that  it  had  stuck 
in  my  throat,'  added  she,   'and  remained 
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there    until    swallowed   with    the    utmost 
difficulty.' 

•  Independence !'  repeated  he,  shaking 
his  head  sorrowfully.  '  When  shall  I 
possess  independence,  Jenny  ?' 

•  In  time,  sir,  no  doubt,'  responded  she. 
'  But,  as  my  Chell  used  to  say,  "  Rome  was 
not  built  in  a  day." ' 

'  Here  am  I,  Jenny,'  continued  he,  '  a 
}'oung  laAv-student  of  the  ]\liddle  Temple, 
without  a  penny  of  income,  going  to  marry 
on  Monday  next  the  loveliest  girl  in  all 
Hampshire,  and  one  of  the  best  and  pluck- 
iest in  all  England.  What  do  you  think 
of  that  for  a  prudent  start  in  life  ?" 

Xot  being  prepared  for  a  ready  answer, 
Mrs,  Chell  was  opjDortunely  seized  with  a 
short,  hacking  cough  which  afforded  time 
for  reflection. 
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'  What  do  you  think  of  that,  Jenny/ 
repeated  he,  '  for  a  prudent  start  in  life  ?' 

'  Don't  say  Avithout  a  penny  of  income, 
Mr.  Sloniax.     You  have ' 

'A  generous  but  limited  allowance  from 
my  most  lovable  of  aunts,'  added  he,  still 
shaking  his  head  more  in  sorrow  than  in 
anger,  'who  may,  with  justifiable  disgust 
at  my  reprehensible  conduct,  stop  the  next 
quarter  in  advance,  and  so  cut  off  the 
credit  with  the  baker.  A  pretty  state  of 
things,  Jenny,  this  would  be!' 

'  One  of  the  saints,  Mr.  Slomax — 1  think 
St.  Paul — wrote,  ''  Sufficient  for  the  day 
is  the  evil  thereof,"  and  quite  in  accord- 
ance with  this  sentiment  of  the  saint,' 
observed  Mrs.  Chell,  '  I  recommend  no 
such  serious  thoughts  as  the  baker  sto])- 
ping  the  supplies,  occupying  your  mind  at 
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the  present  moment.     Think,  sir,  of  some- 
thing more  genial  and  pleasant.' 

'  I  will,  Jenny,'  responded  he.  '  I  will 
do  my  best  to  carry  out  your  aifectionate- 
ly  expressed  suggestion,  and  think  only  of 
the  approaching  events  of  absorbing  in- 
terest in  connection  with  Monday  next — 
SAveeps'  day.' 


14 


CHAPTER  IT. 

A  FULL  week  had  passed,  including  the 
day  of  the  '  august  ceremony,'  that  Griselda 
had  been  a  co-tenant  with  her  husband  in 
Mrs.  Chell's  apartments,  and  nothing  had 
arisen  to  interrupt  the  beginning  of  one 
of  the  most  delightful  honeymoons  ever 
spent  in  Middle  Temple  Lane.  It  is 
almost  needless  to  state  that  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  were  '  all  in  all '  to  each  other, 
and  that  the  outside  world,  with  the  avIioU* 
of  its  inhabitants,  possessed  not  the  small- 
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est  interest  for  them.  The  outside  world 
was  never  thought  of,  and,  being  forgot- 
ten, the  outside  world  seemed  to  retaliate 
precisely  in  the  same  manner.  Xo  one 
came  to  make  an  inquiry.  Xo  one  came 
to  whom  an  answer  could  be  oiven  in  the 
event  of  a  question  being  asked.  The 
postman  even  absented  himself  from  the 
door  of  Edward  Slomax's  chambers,  and 
not  a  single  letter,  by  design  or  accident, 
found  its  way  into  the  letter-box  always 
open  to  receive. 

'  It's  remarkably  pleasant,  joy  of  my 
heart  and  soul,'  said  he,  at  the  conclusion 
of  one  of  Mrs.  Chell's  best  little  dinners, 
^to  be  left  entirely  to  our  own  enchanting 
society  in  this  wav.  I  wish  that  it  could 
continue  to  the  end  of  time,  without  in- 
troducing any  extraneous  diversion,'  and, 
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lighting  a  cigar,  he  blew  a  thin  cloud  of 
smoke  from  his  lips,  which  slowly  curled 
in  misty  circles  upwards,  and,  settling 
himself  in  his  easy-chair,  looked  the  per- 
sonification of  human  happiness.  '  It  was 
a  magnificent  arrangement  of  Jenny 
Chell's,'  continued  he,  after  a  short  pause, 
'  for  us  to  pass  our  honeymoon  here  and 
in  the  Temple  Gardens,  and  walking 
round  and  round  the  fountain  by  way  of 
a  change.  It  was  what  I  call  a  sublime 
idea,  avoiding  all  fatigue  of  travel  and 
extortionate  hotel  bills.' 

'  We  could  not,  in  my  opinion,'  respond- 
ed Griselda,  occupying  a  corresponding 
easy-chair  facing  that  of  her  husband, 
^  have  possibly  enjoyed  a  more  economical 
or  delightful  honeymoon.  The  early  spring 
flowers  in  the  Temple  Gardens  were  bright 
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and  beautiful  to  look  at,  and  the  fountain 
played  in  the  bright  sunshine,  and  whis- 
pered a  song  of  certain  happiness  in  store 
for  us,  Teddy,  if  we  only  try  to  make  each 
other  happy.' 

'  Did  it  really  sing  a  song  of  that  kind?' 
rejoined  he.  '  How  very  nice  and  con- 
siderate of  the  fountain  !  It  was  not  my 
happy  lot  to  hear  the  song  myself;  but 
that  the  fountain  warbled  the  history  of 
the  future  I  entertain  not  the  slightest 
doubt.  We  will  do  our  best,  joy  of  my 
heart  and  soul,  to  make  each  other  the 
jolhest  of  the  jolly,  and  fulfil  the  prophecy 
of  Jenny  Chell  that,  as  a  newly-married 
couple,  we  shall  remain  newly  married  as 
it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever 
shall  be,  world  without  end.' 

The   sentence   was    scarcely  concluded, 

VOL.  III.  0 
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when  a  slight,  unusual  sound  was  heard 
on  the  outside  of  the  thick  and  black  oak 
door  of  the  chambers,  which  was  strong- 
enough  to  withstand  a  siege,  assisted  by  a 
battering-ram. 

'  Did  you  hear  that  noise,  Teddy  ?'  in- 
quired Griselda,  slightly  disturbed  from 
her  posture  of  ease  in  the  easy-chair. 
^ What  was  it?' 

'Without  having  paid  much  attention 
to  the  disagreeable  noise,'  replied  he,  '  T 
thought  the  sound  not  dissimilar  to  a 
sup]3ressed  growl,  blended  with  a  subdued 
howl,  expressive  of  impatience  or  dis- 
content.' 

'  Shall  I  open  the  door,'  asked  Griselda, 
*  and  learn  who  or  what  it  is  ?' 

'  T  will  trouble  Jenn}^  to  perform  that 
task,'  rejoined  he,   '  as  being  more  experi- 
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enced  than  3'ourself  in  answering  appli- 
cants for  information  at  chamber  doors, 
particularly  when  the  oak  is  sported,'  and, 
touching  the  spring  of  a  small  gong  upon 
the  table  close  at  hand,  Mrs.  Chell  made 
her  appearance  ^\dth  abrupt  suddenness 
from  an  adjoining  apartment,  devoted  to 
her  exclusive  privacy. 

AVith  her  face  beaming  '\\dth  smiles  at 
what  she  beheld,  at  a  glance,  the  unequiv- 
ocal happiness  and  personal  comfort  in  the 
hio^hest  deo-ree  of  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom,  Mrs.  Chell  simply  asked  '  what 
she  could  have  the  pleasure  of  doing  for 
them?' 

'There's  somebody  or  something,  Jen- 
ny,' replied  he,  giving  a  final  puiF  at  the 
iinal  end  of  his  cigar,  '  on  the  other 
side  of  the  oak  requiring  your  attention, 
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I  suppose,  to  his  or  her  howl  or  growl^ 
as  the  case  may  be,  and,  as  the  sound 
is  anything  but  soothing  to  our  feel- 
ings, we  shall  feel  deeply  impressed 
by  the  obligation  of  your  taking  upon 
yourself  the  responsibility  of  first  of  all 
discovering  the  cause  of  the  howl  or 
growl  by  opening  the  door,  and  then, 
as  speedily  as  possible,  removing  the 
effect; 

'  Certainly,'  rejoined  she,  '  most  cer- 
tainly, Mr.  Slomax,'  and,  walking  straight 
to  the  'oak,'  she  flung  it  back  upon  its 
hinges  and  peered  through  the  almost 
impenetrable  darkness  on  the  staircase 
without.  Failing  to  see  anybody  or 
anything,  Mrs.  Chell  began  to  think 
of  the  expediency  of  retiring  from  the 
ineffectual   attempt,    when    somebody   or 
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something  attracted  lier  immediate  atten- 
tion by  rubbing  familiarly  against  her 
knees. 

'Heaven  preserve  us!'  she  exclaimed. 
'  What  can  that  possibly  be  ?'  and  as  she 
spoke,  not  Sam,  but  Sam's  remains,  crej^t 
slowly  past  her,  and  tottered  feebly  into 
the  room. 

Speechless  Avith  astonishment  at  what 
they  saw,  both  Griselda  and  her  husband 
watched  the  poor  skeleton,  whose  bones 
were  barely  stretched  over  A\dth  skin, 
crawl  towards  where  his  mistress  was  sit- 
ting, and,  crouching  down  at  her  feet, 
looked  up  piteously  A\ith  deeply  sunken 
eyes  as  much  as  to  say,  '  I  am  not  dead  in 
seekins:  vou,  but  dving.' 

Without  uttering  a  word  Trriselda 
dropped  upon  her  knees,  and,  clasping  the 
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remains  of  poor  Sam  round  the  neck,, 
held  his  head  closely  to  her  bosom 
and  wept  in  silence — the  first  tears  she 
had  shed  as  a  bride ;  but  not  the 
last. 

'  It's  our  favourite  old  dog  from 
Forester's  Lodge,  Jenny,'  observed  Ed- 
ward Slomax,  '  or  what,  poor  felloAv, 
there  is  left  of  him,  and  he  is  evi- 
dently starving,  footsore,  and  dread- 
fully used  u})  in  searching  for  us 
night  and  day  for  a  month,  I  sup- 
pose.' 

'  I'll  get  some  food  for  him  imme- 
diately, })oor  dear  lambkin,'  rejilied  Mrs. 
Chell,  '  and  wash  his  feet  in  warm  water 
for  I  see  that  they  are  very  sore,'  and,, 
hurrying  fi'om  the  room,  she  re-appeared 
sooner    than    it    seemed    practicable  with 
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a  soup-plate  filled  with  warm  mut- 
ton brotli,  which  was  placed  within 
Sam's  easy  reach,  as  he  still  lay  upon 
the  floor  in  the  fond  embrace  of  his 
mistress. 

'  There,  poor  dear  lambkin,'  said  Mrs. 
Chell,  as  she  gently  stroked  his  lean 
and  gridiron-looking  ribs,  '  take  a  little 
of  that.  It  -will  support  nature,  and  give, 
perhaps,  a  tone  to  your  stomach.' 

Faint  and  famished  as  he  was,  Sam 
licked  her  hand  gratefully,  previous  to 
tasting  the  broth,  which  he  was  able  to 
swallow  only,  at  first,  in  very  small 
quantities  ;  but,  to  the  admiration  of  the 
several  and  silent  spectators,  the  whole 
of  the  contents  eventually  vanished,  and 
Sam  began  to  look  much  refreshed. 

'  He  certainlv  is  better,'  remarked  Gris- 
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elda,  attending  to  Sam  with  the  great- 
est solicitude.  '  Don't  you  think  so, 
Teddy?' 

'  To  be  sure  I  do,'  replied  lie,  diving 
his  hands,  with  an  air  of  satisfaction, 
to  tlie  extreme  bottom  of  his  trowsers 
pockets,  and  keeping  them  there.  'To 
be  sure  I  do.  The  fact  renders  itself 
patent.  Sam  already  feels  the  stimulat- 
ing effects  of  Jenny  Chell's  mutton 
broth.  I  have  done  so  myself  before 
now.' 

'If  I  but  wash  his  tender  feet  in 
water  about  as  warm  as  new  milk,'  ob- 
served Mrs.  Chell,  without  paying  the 
smallest  attention  to  the  prnise  bestOAved 
upon  her  mutton  broth,  '  I  opine  it 
will  add  greatly  to  the  poor  lambkin's 
comfort.' 
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Her  suggestion  meeting  with  tlic  entire 
approval  of  those  deeply  interested  in 
Sam's  mitigated  pains,  the  water,  about 
iis  warm  as  new  milk,  was  quickly  brought 
by  Mrs.  Chell,  and  his  cut,  sore,  and 
blistered  feet  laved  by  as  gentle  and 
-wdUing  hands  as  ever  did  an  act  of 
kindness  to  lessen  suffering. 

'  Compared  with  what  he  was  a  short 
time  since,'  observed  Griselda,  smiHng, 
^  he  be  onus  to  look  almost  frisk  v.' 

At  this  observation,  Sam  was  seen  to 
wag  the  end  of  his  tail,  and  throw  back 
his  ears. 

'  I  opine,'  said  Mrs.  Chell,  '  that  he 
wants  rest  more  than  anything  else  just 
now,  and  if  left  entirely  to  himself  for 
two  or  three  hours'  sleep,  tucked  up  in 
a    blanket,    with    the    hearthruir    for   his 
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bed,  that  he  will  wake  up  full  of  mirth 
and  glee.' 

Sam  expressed  his  concurrence  in  this 
arrangement  by  again  wagging  the 
end  of  his  tail  and  throwing  back  his 
ears. 

'  I  perfectly  agree  with  Jenny,'  re- 
marked Edward  Slomax.  'Let  us  aiford 
him  the  opportunity  of  courting  sleep, 
and  forgetfulness  in  dreams,  perhaps,  of 
other  days,  of  his  present  exhausted  con- 
dition, which  ma}''  be  attributed,  Griselda, 
to  his  love  for  you.' 

'  Poor  fellow !"  she  exclaimed.  '  He 
seems  to  have  paid  dearly  enough  for 
liis  affection.' 

The  arrangements  being  complete  for 
Sam's  repose,  he  quickly  announced  that 
he    was  quite  oblivious   of  all  earthly  ills 
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jis    a    present    inhabitant    of    dreamland. 
After  a  silence  of  some  duration,  wliicli 
neither  made   any  sign  to   interrupt,  Gris- 
cdda  at  length  said, 

*  I  fear,  Teddy,  that  this  silent  messenger 
from  home  is  a  foreboding  of  evil.  What 
do  you  think  ?' 

'I  will  at  once  confess.'  replied  he,  'joy 
of  my  heart  and  souL  that,  instead  of  Sam 
in  this  sad  phght,  I  should  have  preferred 
recei^dng  a  series  of  letters  by  each  post 
since  our  abrupt  departure  from  Forester  s 
Lodge,  pitching  into  both  of  us.  Without 
having  called  your  particular  attention  to 
it,'  continued  Edward  Slomax.  '  I  have 
been  restless,  uneasy,  and  dissatisfied  at 
our  most  lovable  of  aunts  not  ])itching 
into  us.  She  was  bound  to  do  so,  as  I 
thouojht,   considerino'   that    our  behaviour 
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towards  her,  in  bolting  as  we  did,  was 
about  as  reprehensible  as  it  could  possibly 
be.' 

'  I  fear  that  we  committed  a  most  un- 
pardonable act,'  rejoined  Griselda,  'and 
yet  I  would  rather  have  died  than  marry 
that  man.' 

'  At  the  same  time,'  returned  he,  'joy  of 
my  heart  and  soul,  you  preferred  living 
to  marry  me,  and  spend  your  honeymoon 
in  Middle  Temple  Lane,  with  a  few  diur- 
nal walks  in  the  gardens,  and  round 
and  round  the  fountain  by  Avay  of  a 
change.' 

'  T  fear,'  returned  Griselda,  '  that  some- 
thing of  a  serious  nature  has  happened  at 
home,  and  that  poor,  dear  Sam  is  here  as 
the  herald  of  bad  tidings.' 

'  Whether  that  be  so  or  not,'  added  he, 
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'  it  is  time  for  us  to  put  an  end  to  all 
suspense  upon  the  subject,  the  only 
question  being  as  to  the  means  to  be 
employed.' 

'  Consent  to  my  going  alone,  Teddy/ 
responded  she.  'Dear  aunt  will  not  be 
verv  cross  with  me  after  she  has  o'iven 
vent  to  her  feelings  in  a  flood  or  even  a 
torrent  of  tears.  I  can  quite  depend  upon 
her  not  being  very  cross  with  me  after 
that,  Teddy.' 

'Jenny  Chell,  I  think,  must  be  supple- 
mented as  a  companion  on  the  journey/ 
said  her  husband,  '  as  travelling  by  your- 
self is  objectionable  from  many  points  of 
view.' 

'Let  me  go  alone,  Teddy,'  rejoined  she^ 
in  a  supplicative  tone  and  manner.  '  Let 
me  go  alone.' 
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'  It  shall  be,  then,  as  you  Avish,'  re- 
turned he,  '  and  an  early  start  be  made 
for  Forester's  Lodge  to-morrow.' 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Few  were  the  incidents  absolutely  known 
in  connection  with  the  eventful  morning 
appointed  for  the  marriage  of  Griselda 
"vvith  Orlando  Chickabiddy,  Esquire,  and 
yet,  limited  as  they  were,  a  great  and 
even  painful  amount  of  local  interest  was 
manifested  in  them. 

Among  the  domestics  of  Forester's 
Lodge  it  was  necessarily  knoTN^i  that  a 
letter,  left  in  the  hands  of  Cock  Robin, 
to    be    delivered     to     their    mistress    as 
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soon  as  she  awoke,  explained  the  cause 
of  the  mysterious  and  sudden  absence  of 
the  bride-elect  and  her  cousin  Edward 
Slomax.  The  particulars  of  its  contents, 
however,  were  a  profound  secret,  for  no 
sooner  had  they  been  read  to  the  end 
than  the  trembling  hands  Avhich  held  the 
letter  clasped  it  convulsively  to  her  breast, 
mid,  without  a  word  being  spoken,  she 
fell  gently  back  upon  her  pillow,  and 
closed  her  eyes  as  if  in  sleep.  For  a 
short  time  a  death-like  stillness  prevailed 
ill  the  room,  and  fears  began  to  arise 
among  those  who  watched  around  the 
bed  that  it  might  be  a  sleep  from  which 
no  earthly  hand  would  wake  her.  A 
deeply-drawn  sigh,  hoAvever,  at  length 
announced  that,  if  the  vigour  of  life  was 
suspended,   its   spirit   had   not    yet    fled. 
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Faint  as  was  the  pulse,  it  still  beat,  and 
was  just  perceptible  to  the  slight  touch 
pressed  upon  it,  and  although  hour  suc- 
ceeded hour,  and  little  increase  of  strength 
was  apparent  in  the  suiferer,  yet  she 
lived,  and  that  was  all  that  could  be 
said. 

'What  is  your  opinion  now  of  your 
patient,  doctor  T  inquired  the  squire,  as 
he  and  the  medical  man  of  the  neighbour- 
hood sat  together  in  the  breakfast-room  of 
Forester's  Lodge. 

'  It  remains  as  it  did,  Mr.  Oakacre,'  was 
the  reply  of  Tom  Tidy,  in  a  voice  and 
manner  deeply  touched  with  melancholy. 
*The  shock  to  her  nervous  system  was 
too  great  to  be  resisted,  and  I  regret  to 
say  that  symptoms  of  amendment  from 
the  first  attack,  followed  as   it  was  by  a 
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succession  of  hysterical  fits,  are  anything 
but  decided.' 

''Has  that  letter  been  taken  from  her,' 
rejoined  the  squire,  '  and  removed  from 
her  sight  ?' 

^  No,  sir,'  returned  Tom  Tidy.  '  I  found 
it  impossible  to  do  so  without  caus- 
ing increased  distress.  In  trying  to 
draw  it  from  her  grasp,  however  gently, 
she  clutched  it  more  firmly  than  before, 
and  nothing  but  injudicious  force  could 
have  taken  it  from  her  hands.' 

'  Beyond  herself,  then,'  added  John 
Oakacre,  '  nobody  knows  anything  of 
these  lamentable  proceedings  on  the  part 
of  her  niece  and  nephew.' 

'With  the  exception  of  the  lad  Cock 
Robin,'  responded  Tom  Tidy,  '  nobody  in 
the  house  or  neighbourhood,  as  far  as  I 
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can  discover,  is  acquainted  with  a  single 
step  taken  by  them,  and  he  declares  that 
he  knoAvs  nothino-  more  than  what  he  has 
already  told  you  and  me.  The  resolve  to 
run  away  together  on  the  night  in  ques- 
tion seems  to  have  been  most  hastily  con- 
ceived, and  as  hastily  put  into  execution  ; 
but  evervthino;  else  is  left  entirelv  to  doubt 
and  conjecture.' 

'  Does  Chickabiddy  continue  to  call  and 
utter  his  threats  of  vengeance  ?'  asked  the 
squire. 

'  As  regularly  as  the  morning  comes  he 
arrives  here,' replied  Tom  Tidy,  'to  inquire 
if  he  can  have  an  inter^dew  with  Miss 
Penelope,  and  to  repeat  his  intentions  of 
taking  the  most  severe  legal  steps  in  his 
power  to  adopt.  He  talks  of  actions  at 
law,  chancery  suits,  indictments  for  com- 
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spiraey,  nnd  criminal  proceedings  of  every 
sort  and  kind,  and  declares  that  he  will 
never  rest  while  he  lives  lin til  he  has  had  his 
revenge  in  full  for  the  abominable  insult 
and  wrong  that  he  has  suffered.' 

'The  little  scamp,'  observed  John  Oak- 
acre,  and  he  spoke  with  slow  and  l)itter 
emphasis,  'forgets  the  deliberate  injuries 
he  has  basely  committed  against  others, 
and,  with  a  vicious  design  worthy  oidy  of 
a  demon,  contemplated  adding  to  their 
number  by  further  wholesale  robberies. 
But  he  shall  learn,  Mr.  Tidy,'  and  he  spoke 
with  vehemence  in  tone  and  manner  as  he 
rose  angrily  from  his  chair,  'that  the 
career  of  a  heartless  rascal — the  systematic 
plunderer  of  other  men's  goods — is  not 
triumphant  to  the  end.  He  will  find,  low 
cunning  knave  as  he  is,   that  retribution 


iiwaits  him  when  he  least  expects  it. 
Nothing  can  l)e  more  certain,  Mr.  Tidy/ 
continued  he,  'from  what  I  have  heard  with- 
in the  last  few  hours.  It  is  inevitable.  He 
may  have  ruined  me  ;  but  he  shall  not  go 
unpunished.' 

The  sentence  was  scarcely  iinished  when 
the  door  of  the  room  opened  vdth  a  noise- 
less, gentle  movement,  and  to  the  speech- 
less amazement  of  John  ( )akacre,  and  the 
medical  man  of  the  neighbourhood,  Griselda 
entered  and  stood  motionless  before  them. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

No  one  besides  the  feeble  occupier  of  the- 
l)ed  was  to  l)e  present  when  Griselda  enter- 
ed the  room  where  her  aunt  Lay  in  m 
dying  state.  No  witness  was  to  be  near  at 
that  meeting.  She  would  approach  tlie 
bedside  alone,  and  pour  forth  her  sad  but 
unavailing  sorrow  for  the  wrong  she  had 
committed  against  one  whose  life  had  l)een 
passed  in  loving  her,  and  shoAving  it  in 
daily  and  hourly  indulgence.  None,  how- 
ever,  were   to  hear  her   plaintive  words  ; 
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none    see    her    shed    the     hot,    scalding 
tears. 

In  the  subdued  and  gloomy  light  of  the 
sick-room  Griselda  stood  gazing  stedfastly 
at  the  pale  wax-like  face  lying  sideways 
upon  the  pillow.  Xot  a  word  could  she 
speak,  for  stifling  sobs  rose  to  choke  the 
power  of  utterance,  and  she  continued  to 
look  earnestly  at  the  blanched  and  blood- 
less features  over  which  a  faint  smile  now 
and  then  flickered,  at  some  pleasing 
thought,  perhaps,  of  her  whose  happiness 
]iad  been  her  own. 

And  so  Griselda  stood  weeping  bitterly. 

'  I  am  here,  dear  aunt,'  at  length  she 
whispered,  mth  a  soft  and  long  kiss  press- 
ed upon  her  lips.  '  Do  you  not  know  me, 
your  own  Griselda  ?' 

Oh,   yes  !     She  knew  the   voice   of  the 
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speaker.  It  was  Griselda's,  and  Avith  an 
effort,  of  which  she  seemed  incapable,  her 
arms  were  raised  and  her  niece  eagerly- 
clasped  between  them  with  her  head  i*est- 
ing  upon  her  bosom.  Neither  spoke. 
Their  hearts  were  too  full,  and  so  they 
remained  locked  in  each  other's  mute 
embrace. 

'  To  have  you  with  me  again,'  said  the 
invalid,  in  a  voice  so  faint  that  it  Avas 
scarcely  heard,  'is  the  happiest  moment 
that  I  ever  felt,  Griselda.  How  kind  of 
you  to  come  just  when  I  wanted  you !' 

'  Say  not  a  word  of  my  kindness,  dear 
aunt,'  replied  Griselda,  'but  rather  let 
me  think,  as  a  reproach,  of  yours  to 
me.' 

'This  is  not  the  time  for  reproaches  either 
on  your  part  or  mine,'  rejoined  the  invalid, 
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in  slow  but  measured  accents.  '  I  know 
all  now,  wlien  it  is  too  late,  and  I  ouii'lit 
indeed  to  have  thought  of  much  before. 
If  I  have  to  forgive,  I  know,  also,  that  I 
have  to  be  forgiven.' 

'  You  vriW  pardon  me  and ' 

'  Your  husband  you  were  about  to  add,' 
interrupted  her  aunt,  with  a  fervent  kiss 
which  stifled  the  word  upon  her  lips.      '  Yes, 

as  freelv  and  from  mv  heart   as  I  do  vou, 

^  t/  %j 

Oriselda/ 

At  this  moment  the  exertion  she  had 
made  seemed  to  overcome  her.  and  her 
arms,  still  clasping  her  niece,  I'elaxed 
their  hold  and  fell  helplessly  by  her 
side. 

Starting  with  fear  Griselda  sprang  fi'om 
the  bed  when  a  hand  was  laid  gently  upon 
one  of  hers. 
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*  Not  yet,  not  yet,  Griselcla,'  murmured 
the  invalid.  '  There  is  still  time  for  me 
to  say  a  little  more,  and  to  offer  u[> 
to  the  throne  of  mercy  a  last  prayer 
together.  I  taught  you  your  first,  and 
I  can  hear  your  infant  lips  lisping  it 
now.' 

'Oh  aunt,  dear  aunt !'  exclaimed  Griselda, 
dropping  her  head  upon  the  pillow  in  a 
paroxysm  of  grief  '  If  I  could  only  have 
died  when  a  child,  and  had  not  lived  to 
feel  the  misery  of  this  hour,  my  Hfe 
would  then  have  been  the  happiest  of  the 
happy.  What  will  it  be  now  in  the  sad 
remembrance  of  it?' 

'  It  is  of  that,  and  of  your  dependent  fu- 
ture, Griselda,  I  would  speak,'  returned  the 
invalid,  '  while  I  possess  strength  to  do  so. 
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You  are  now  a  A^dfe,  and  mast  remember 
that  the  iirst  duty  of  a  Avife  is  to  render 
her  husband  happy.  Let  no  regret  or 
sorrow  for  the  loss  of  me  be  ever  expressed 
in  his  presence,  for  repining  about  the 
dead  is,  according  to  my  belief,  little  short 
of  sinful.  It  is,'  she  continued,  '  the 
omnipotent  will  that  all  who  are  born 
shall  die,  and  those  obeying  the  irrevo- 
cable decree  in  going  first,  are  soon  fol- 
lowed by  those  who  are  left  behind.  The 
mourners,  in  turn,  become  the  mourned 
from  o^eneration  to  o-eneration.  Earth  to 
earth,  ashes  to  ashes,  Griselda,  dust  to 
dust.' 

'  But  to  part  with  those  we  dearly 
love,'  added  Griselda,  in  words  almost 
choked     with      grief,      'is      torture      too 
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acute  to  siiifer  patiently.  1  can- 
not bear  the  thought,  deai*  Munt, 
it  seems  to  scorch  my  very  brain.' 

'  Let  cahner  feelings  take  possession  of 
your  mind,'  was  the  faint  and  whispered 
rejoinder,  'while  I  am  permitted  still  to 
speak  to  you,  for  I  know  that  it  cannot 
last.' 

These  fcAV  words  caused  Griselda's 
heart  to  almost  cease  its  beating,  and 
an  ashy  paleness  overspread  her  fea- 
tures ;  but  with  a  look  approaching  to 
terror  she  continued  to  listen  to  tlie 
words  becoming  momentarily  less  dis- 
tinct. 

'He  does  not  require  to  be  reminded 
by  me,'  said  the  invalid ;  '  of  tlie 
sacred  trust  he  lias  taken  upon  liimself  in 
makino'     vou     liis     wife,     Griselda :       l)ut 
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tell  my  beloved  giant  ' — a  smile  separ- 
ated her  lips  as  she  pronounced  the 
word — '  that  in  possessing  you  he 
has  the  treasure  of  my  heart.  It 
was  my  too  anxious  wish,  dearest, 
that  you  should  never  know  what  the 
struo^orles  of  life  meant,  and  I  had 
but  one  worldly  dream,  night  and 
day,  that  of  seeing  you  married  to  a 
rich  man.  Events  have  dissipated  it, 
and  I  now  know,  when  too  late,  that  I  was 
wrong,  very  wrong.' 

'  But  it  was  your  love  for  me/ 
replied  Griselda,  '  only  your  love  for 
me  !' 

'Kiss  me,  darling,'  rejoined  her  aunt,  in 
a  scarcely  audible  voice,  '  and  let  your  lips 
from  which  those  kind  words  have  fallen 
as   the  last    I  shall  ever   hear  on   earth, 
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rest    on    mine.       For    the     time     lias    ar- 
rived  ' 

It  had. 
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CHAPTER  Y. 

On  the  succeeding  morning  to  her 
aunt's  death  the  squire  was  offering  all 
the  solace  in  his  power  to  the  distressed 
and  still  weeping  Griselda,  as  they  sat 
together  alone  in  the  library  of  Oakacre 
Court. 

'  It  would  not  be  wise  or  kind  on  my 
part,'  said  he,  '  to  attempt  to  check  sud- 
denly this  absorbing  grief  for  what  you 
feel  to  be  the  iirst  great  sorrow  of  your 
life.     But  still  I  cannot  but  remind  you. 
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(iriselda,  even  at  such  a  nioment  as 
this,  that  there  are  duties  which  belong 
to  the  living  as  well  as  those  Avhich  be- 
long to  the  dead.  Calm,  therefore,  these 
violent  emotions,  and  let  us  try  to  think 
and  act  for  the  best  under  the  trjdng 
circumstances  by  which  you  are  sur- 
rounded.' 

'  I  can  do  nothing,'  replied  she,  with 
a  fresh  outburst  of  tears,  '  but  weep  for 
her  T  have  lost.  Oh,  Mr.  Oakacre,  to 
think  of  what  I  have  done  is  more  than 
enough  to  drive  me  mad !' 

'  Whether  right  or  wrong,'  rejoined  the 
squire,  'the  step  taken  by  you,  Griselda, 
is  beyond  recall,  and  must,  therefore,  be 
accepted  as  unavoidable.  It  is  worse 
than  useless  to  repine  deeply  at  that 
Avhich   refers    onl}-   to    the   past.     Come,' 
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continued  lie,  laying  liold  of  one  of 
her  hands,  '  let  us  talk  quietly  over 
every  matter  immediately  connected  with 
yourself,  and  try  to  discover  the  safest 
course  to  pursue.' 

He  had  scarcely  finished  speaking,  when 
a  loud  and  angry  altercation  was  heard 
just  outside  the  library-door,  and  soon 
afterwards  there  were  sounds  as  if  a 
violent  scuffle  ensued  to  prevent  its  being 
opened. 

'You  shall  not  go  in,  sir,'  said  some 
one,  in  an  angry  tone,  '  until  I  have 
had  my  orders  from  my  master.  As  I 
have  already  told  you,  he  is  engaged  ^vith. 
a  lady.' 

'  Stand  out  of  my  way,'  was  the 
reply,  '  or  I'll  send  for  .the  parish 
beadle,      and     give     you     into     custody 
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for  threatening'  to    assault   a   srentleman.' 

'That's  the  little  rascal  Chickabiddy's 
voice,'  observed  the  squire,  rising  hastily 
from  his  chair. 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Oakacre  !'  ejaculated  Griselda, 
clasping  and  wringing  her  hands,  '  what 
shall  I  do  ?     Where  shall  I  go  ?' 

'  Remain  where  you  are,'  was  the 
short  and  sharp  reply,  '  and  meet  him, 
as  he  seeks  the  intervicAV.  He  shall  be 
admitted ;'  and,  thus  speaking,  he  strode 
hurriedly  towards  the  door,  and  roughly 
threw  it  back  upon  its  hinges. 

'I  am  glad,  Mr.  Oakacre,  that  you 
have  prevented  a  further  outrage  and 
breach  of  the  peace  on  the  part  of 
your  servant  here,  who  has  had  the 
insolence  to  bar  the  passage  to  your 
private  room,  by  placing  liis  back  against 
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the  door,  and  defying  all  my  strength 
— exercised  perhaps  with  moderation 
— to  remove  his  back,'  gasped  Orlan- 
do Chickabiddy ;  for  he  Avas  certainly 
at  a  loss  for  breath  with  the  recent 
strno^orle  and  looked  as  if  havino-  had 
the  worst  of  it.  '  I  hope,  sir,'  continued 
he,  '  that  you  will  dismiss  him  on  the 
spot.' 

The  squire  gravely  looked  at  the  in- 
truder in  silence,  who  still  stood  in  the 
doorway  arranging  his  coat  which  seemed 
to  have  been  drao'Ofed  from  his  shoulders, 
and  lodged  anything  but  gracefully  be- 
tAveen  his  elbows,  so  as  to  pinion  him. 

In  the  absence  of  an  invitation,  either 
by  sign  or  otherwise,  Orlando  Chickabiddy 
remarked,  after  the  completion  of  shaking 
himself  into  his  disarranged  coat, 

e2 
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^  I  suppose  I  limy  come  in  ?' 

No  further  opposition  being  presented, 
either  in  words  or  acts,  he  carried  out  the 
design  of  '  walking  in,'  and,  his  astonished 
gaze  falling  upon  the  figure  of  Griselda,  he 
then  was  conscious,  for  the  first  time,  that 
she  was  also  present  in  the  library. 

'You  here?'  he  said,  staring  at  her,  vin- 
dictively. '  You  here  ?'  he  repeated,  ad- 
vancing a  few  steps  towards  where  she  was 
sitting. 

Instinctively  she  rose  from  her  chair, 
and  receded  from  him  close  to  where  the 
squire  stood,  a  stern  and  silent  witness  of 
the  scene. 

'  What  have  you  to  say  for  jilting  me,' 
he  fiercely  asked,  '  on  the  very  day  that  I 
was  to  be  married  to  you  ?' 

His  voice  rose  higher  as  he  continued. 
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'When  everything  was  ready — when 
■everything  was  clone  that  ought  to  be 
done,  by  a  member  of  a  highly  respectable 
and  responsible  Middlesex  family  for  his 
marriage  with  a  penniless  country  miss — 
you  gave  him  the  slip,  and  ran  clean  away 
with  a  vouno;  fellow  without  a  shillino^  in 

JO  o 

his  pocket,  unless  it's  one  raised  through 
pawning  his  shirt.  That's  the  way  you 
treated  me,  miss,  and  I  may  thank  my 
lucky  stars,  perhaps,  that  you  showed  a 
clean  pair  of  heels  before  the  solemn  cere- 
mony, instead  of  after  it.' 

'  I  beo'  to  remind  vou,  sir,'  observed  the 
scjuire,  in  a  serious  voice  and  manner, 
'  that  you  are  speaking  to  a  lady.' 

'  And  one  you  might  well  say,'  rejoined 
the  irate  Chickabiddy,  his  voice  being 
raised  to  almost  a  shriek,  '  that  has  played 
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me  a  pretty  trick.  How  would  you  like, 
Mr.  Oakacre,  to  be  treated  as  I  have  been 
by  her?'  and  he  pointed  a  straightened 
iinger  at  Griselda.  '  I  am  laughed  and 
sneered  at  wherever  I  go,  and  every 
vulgar  boy,  big  and  little,  seems  to  tak(^ 
particular  delight  in  shouting  out,  "  Get 
home  to  your  wife."  How  would  you  like 
that,  Mr.  Oakacre,  in  taking  a  daily  walk 
or  ride  through  the  village  ?  It's  insup- 
portable, sir,'  continued  he,  bringing  the 
palm  of  one  of  his  hands  with  a  loud  crack 
upon  the  oj^en  and  cleared  space  of  h'm 
forehead.  ^  It's  insupportable,  sir !  I  can 
stand,  as  I  have  stood,  a  great  many 
things ;  but  to  be  shouted  at,  and  told  to 
get  home  to  my  wife  when  it's  generally 
known  that  I  haven't  i>'ot  a  wife,  is  a  trifle 
more  than  I  can  stand.     In  fact  it's  ins  up- 
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portable !  I'm  determined,  however,  to  be 
•  compensated  for  the  injury.  The  law 
says  that  for  every  wrong  committed 
there's  legal  redress.  I'll  go  for  legal  re- 
dress. I'll  go  for  damages.  I'll  bring  an 
action  for  breach  of  promise.  I'll  file  a 
bill  of  discovery.  I'll  prefer  an  indictment 
for  conspiracy.  I'll — I'll — I'll  sell  the 
very  chair  you  sit  upon,  and  the  absolute 
bed  you  lie  upon.  I'll  sell  you  up  to  the 
last  stick  you  possess,  if  it's  the  cradle  in 
which  your  baby  may  be  sleeping.  I'll 
let  you  know  the  sort  of  fellow  I  am  to 
jilt  on  the  very  day  fixed  for  his  marriage. 
It  shall  go  precious  hard  mth  you,  ma'am, 
as  you'll  find  out  sooner  or  later ;  but 
probably  sooner  than  later.' 

Orlando  Chickabiddy,  having  exhausted 
his    vocabulary  of   Avrath    and    threats  of 
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vengeance  against  Griselda,  stood  scowl- 
ing at  lier  with  an  expression  of  hatred 
which  made  her  involuntarily  shrink,  and 
approach  closer  to  the  squire's  side  as  if 
for  protection. 

^  You  have  nothing  to  fear,'  said  he, 
drawing  himself  to  his  full  height,  ^  from 
that  little,  miserable  cheat.' 

At  these  unexpected  words,  Orlando 
Chickabiddy  gave  a  skip  in  the  air,  as  if 
the  shock  of  surprise  had  supreme  com- 
mand of  his  legs. 

^  I  repeat  what  I  have  said,'  continued 
the  squire,  '  a  little,  miserable  cheat — a 
common  swindler — who,  in  setting  traps 
to  catch  confiding  fools,  will  discover  that 
one  has  at  lenirth  cau^^ht  him,  and  holds 
him  fast  between  its  iron  teeth.' 

Orlando  Chickabiddy's  brain  reeled,  and 
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the  room  seemed  to  whirl  round  more 
than  once  before  he  could  drop  himself 
for  safety  into  a  neighbouring  chair. 

'  I  little  thought  what  salting  a  mine 
meant/  resumed  John  Oakacre,  '  when 
suggested  by  you,  sir,  for  raising  the  price 
of  the  shares  in  your  sham  gold  company; 
but,  as  soon  as  I  understood  it,  I  took 
prompt  measures  for  exposing  the  ^^Tetched 
trick,  and  denouncing  the  contemptible 
promoter  of  it.' 

Orlando  Chickabiddy  looked  at  the 
speaker  as  if  prepared  to  see  him  put  on 
the  black  cap,  and  condemn  him  to  i)e 
hanged  then  and  there. 

'  On  a  petition  for  ^vinding-up  the  com- 
pany, which  will  be  presented  this  very 
day,'  resumed  the  squire,  '  the  infamous 
scheme  for  robbing  the  unsuspecting  share- 
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holders  will  be  publicly  made  known,  and 
a  peremptory  order  of  the  Court  of  Chan- 
cery obtained,  as  a  matter  of  course  and 
certainty.  So,  at  least,  I  am  informed  by 
the  solicitor  who  has  the  conducting  of 
the  case.' 

'  If  this  be  true,'  replied  Orlando  Chick- 
abiddy, in  a  sepulchral  voice,  and  mth 
the  forlorn  hope  that  it  might  possibly  be 
the  opposite,  'if  this  be  true,'  repeated  he^ 
trembling  as  if  stricken  with  palsy,  *  all  I 
can  say  is  that  most  serious  consequences 
must  inevitably  follow  both  to  you  and 
me,  sir.  If  you  have  been  mad  enough, 
Mr.  Oakacre,  to  do  what  you  say  you  have 
done,  then  the  game  is  up,  and  we  are 
both  ruined  men.' 

'I,  at  least,  have  saved  my  honour,' 
rejoined    the    squire,    'whether    a    single 
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ofuinea      remains      of      mv      fortune     or 
not.' 

'Should  you  find  tliat  nothing  is  left 
but  your  honour  to  meet  your  liabilities, 
Mr.  Oakacre,'  returned  Orlando  Chicka- 
biddy, ^^ith  a  grin,  '  I  suspect  that  the 
dividend  Avill  not  be  verv  satisfactory  to 
your  creditors ;  but,  had  you  kept  the 
secret  inviolable,  told  in  the  strictest 
confidence,  the  shares  would  have  been 
scrambled  for  by  this  time  at  a  tremen- 
dous premium,  and  an  innnense  stake 
landed  by  both  of  us.  As  it  is,'  con- 
tinued he,  in  a  whimpering  tone,  '  I  see 
nothing  before  us  but  bankruptcy,  and, 
perhaps,  penal  servitude  for  me  for  a  stretch 
of  years  if  not  for  life.  Oh,  Mr.  Oak- 
acre  !  Can't  this  unfortunate  irregularity 
be    met    and    compromised   between    us  ? 
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Think  of  the  torture  it  would  be  to  me, 
sir,  to  break  granite  and  pick  oakum  for 
the  remainino;  term  of  my  natural  life.  I 
am  not  equal  to  the  task,  Mr.  Oakacre. 
I  am  not,  indeed !  If  I  have  done  wrong, 
and,  being  found  out,  I  am  quite  ready  to 
admit  it,  like  the  generality  of  sinful  peo- 
ple, let  there  be,  at  any  rate,  defined  limits 
to  its  punishment.  Don't  let  me  be  con- 
signed to  Portland  Island,  sir ;  but  in  the 
magnanimity  of  your  large  heart— if  I 
may  be  permitted  to  use  the  expression — 
let  us  approach  each  other  in  the  Christian 
spirit  of  compromise.  On  my  j^art,  Mr. 
Oakacre,  I  shall  be  found  quite  ready  to 
disgorge,  like  a  cormorant  when  he  has 
swallowed  too  many  conger  ells  to  conve- 
niently soar  into  the  air  with  ;  but,  like  the 
cormorant,  I  can  do  no  more  than  give  up 
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what  I  have  got.  Take  it,  I  say,  in  a 
corresponding  liberal  spirit ;  but  don't  be 
too  hard  upon  a  chap  who  acknow- 
ledges his  transgressions,  and  whose  sins 
are  ever  before  him.  As  a  magistrate, 
sitting  in  state  uj)on  the  bench  to  dis- 
pense even-handed  justice,  sir,  you  are 
deservedly  popular  in  being  considered 
far  more  disj^osed  to  let  off  a  well-known 
and  repeatedly  convicted  thief  than  send 
him  to  be  tried  by  a  jury  of  his  country- 
men. I  repeat,  Mr.  Oakacre,  that  you  are 
deservedly  popular  in  this  respect,  and 
many  of  the  greatest  rascals  and  ruffians 
in  Winchester  jail  that  ever  entered  it  to 
be  hanged  or  transported,  could  bear 
testimony  to  this  most  pleasing  and  inter- 
esting fact.  I  may  state,  therefore,  that 
it  is    characteristic   of  you,    sir,    to    show 


62  ON  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT. 

forbearance  to  the  misguided  and  un- 
fortunate, and  that  I  may  confidently 
depend  upon  your  extending  your  usual 
clemency  upon  a  poor  fellow  who  ac- 
knowledges his  transgressions  in  full, 
and  whose  sins  are  ever  l)efore  him.  You 
must  not  forget,'  continued  he,  in  a  plead- 
ing tone  and  obsequious  manner,  as  he 
bent  forward  in  his  chair,  '  that  in  doing 
my  level  best  to  salt  the  mine  I  was  not 
forgetful  of  your  pecuniary  interests.  It 
was  my  intention  to  slip  your  shares  at 
the  earliest  opportunity  of  realizing  them 
at  their  best  price  so  as  to  relieve  you 
from  every  difficulty  and  responsibility.  J 
was,  therefore,  not  actuated  by  merel}' 
selfish  motives  to  salt  the  mine  for  my 
own  exclusive  benefit.  Yon  were  to  par- 
take largely  of  the  benefit  in   the  under- 
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taking,     and     be     my    partner      in     the 
profits.' 

'  Your  partner  in  the  profits  !'  ejaculat- 
ed the  squire,  as  if  doubtful  of  the 
correctness  of  his  sense  of  hearino-. 
^Your  partner  in  the  profits  I'  repeated 
he. 


Share   and  share  alike  was   to  be   the 


division,'  returned  Orlando   Chickabiddv, 


and  a  more  liberal  one  could  scarcely  be 


expected,  more  particularly  as  the  design 
and  entire  scheme  was  exclusively  my 
own.' 

'  You  admit  that  ?'  said  the  squire. 

'  I  do,'  responded  Orlando  Chickabiddy. 
^  I  claim  it  as  being  one  of  the  smartest 
things  out,  and  a  positive  and  certain 
success,  had  it  not  been  upset  by  the  last 
man    on  earth  who  should   have  pitched 
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over  the  apple  cart,  and  that's  yourself, 
Mr.  Oakacre  ;  for  your  substantial  interests 
were  mine,  and  mine  yours.  We  were,  in 
fact,  to  be  partners  in  the  profits,  share 
and  share  alike.' 

At  this  moment  John  Oakacre's  hands 
and  fingers  became  nervously  agitated,  as 
if  preparing  to  act  aggressively. 

'  Under  these  particular  circumstances, 
therefore,'  resumed  the  speaker,  '  I  hope 
that  we  may  approach  each  other  in  the 
Christian  spirit  of  compromise.  No  benefit 
— that  is  to  say,  no  money — can  be  got 
by  punishing  me  in  any  way,  shape,  or 
manner,  and,  looking  at  it  in  a  business 
point  of  view,  I  am  convinced  from  a 
large  experience,  sir,  that  we  cannot  do 
better  than  approach  one  another  in  the 
Christian   spirit    of  compromise.     I  have 
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only  to  be  told  ^vliat  to  do  to  meet  the 
emergency/  continued  Orlando  Chicka- 
biddy, 'for  the  emergency  to  be  met,  and 
I'll  correct  and  modify — if  I  may  be 
allowed  to  use  the  expression — any  little 
irregularities  which  may  appear  to  sur- 
round it  to  my  o"\vn  prejudice  and  j^er- 
sonal  disadvantao'e.  In  short,  Mr.  Oak- 
acre,  I  penitently  throw  myself  at  your 
feet  in  the  confident  hope  that  I  shall 
not  be  kicked  by  either  the  right  or  the 
left; 

'Do  you  see  that  door?'  hallooed  the 
squire,  at  almost  the  pitch  of  his  voice. 

'  I  do,  sir,'  replied  Orlando  Chickabiddy, 
comprehending  the  inference  to  be  drawn 
from  the  question,  accompanied  by  a 
palpable  disturbance  of  his  nervous  sys- 
tem.    ' I  do,  sir,'  repeated  he  ;   'it  is  the 
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one  by  which  I  entered  this  room,  and,  to 
my  inexpressible  astonishment,  saw  as 
soon  as  I  came  into  it,  if  not  a  littk', 
sooner,  a,  young  lady  who  had  promised 
upon  several  distinct  occasions  to  l)ecome 
mine  and  mine  only  ;  but  without  givin<>: 
me  the  smallest  or  shortest  notice  of  the 
intended  transfer  of  property,  signed, 
sealed,  and  delivered  herself  up  to  the 
unconditional  possession  of  another.  It 
was  nothing  more  than  natural,  Mr.  Oak- 
acre,'  continued  he,  '  that  I  should  feel  a 
trifle  sore  upon  first  seeing  my  bride  that 
was  to  be ;  but  who  had  become,  without 
warning,  tlie  bride  of  another.  Disa})- 
pointments  such  as  these,  sir,  make  a 
fellow  sore,  and  if  I  gave  vent  to  my 
excited  feelings  in  a  little  too  plain  Saxon, 
it  was  nothing  but  natural,  perhaps,  that 
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I  should  do  SO.  Expenses  had  been 
incurred  to  a  large  amount  in  preparing 
for  the  happy  occasion,  and,  although  the 
eno^ao'ed  rino-  and  a  few  other  similar 
articles  were  returned  with  a  message  of 
kind  condolence  from  poor  Miss  Penelope 
Peepem,  who  now,  I  hear,  is  among  the 
happ}'  departed,  I  was  left  considerably 
out  of  pocket.  These  marked  and  striking 
features  in  the  case,  Avith  a  few  of  the 
surrounding  incidents,  Mr.  Oakacre,  may 
offer  some  excuse,  if  not  justification,  for 
the  plain  Saxon  used  by  me  upon  entering 
this  room,  and  running  against  Mrs.  Ed- 
ward Slomax  suddenly.  I  now,  however, 
take  the  earliest  opportunit}^  of  withdraw- 
ing every  word  and  syllable  uttered  by  me 
in  haste  and  ^dthout  due  reflection.  I'll 
not  go  for  legal  redress.     I'll  not  go  for 
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damaofes.  I'll  not  brinof  an  action  for 
breach  of  promise.  I'll  not  file  a  bill  of 
discovery.  I'll  not  prefer  an  indictment 
for  conspiracy.  I'll  not  sell  either  the 
chair  you  sit  upon,  Mrs.  Slomax,  or  the 
bed  you  lie  upon,  and  will  have  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  the  last  stick  you 
possess.  I  freely  forgive  you,  ma'am,  for 
the  great  inconvenience  I  have  been  put 
to  at  your  hands,  and  trust  that,  in  return, 
I  shall  meet  Avith  a  reciprocity  of  con- 
sideration, by  your  soliciting  your  old 
friend  here,  Mr.  Oakacre,  to  show  me 
all  the  leniency  in  his  power.  He  can 
keep  dark  many  transactions  which  might, 
otherwise,  see  the  light,  inflicting  incal- 
culable injury  upon  me,  and  conferring 
not  a  particle  of  benefit  upon  a  single 
living  shareholder";    for    as   the  whole   of 
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the  capital  is  gone,  and  not  a  grain 
of  gold  can  possibly  be  found,  the  un- 
dertaking, so  full  of  promise,  must  now 
be  looked  upon  as  a  total  loss  and 
failure.' 

'  To  the  ruin  of  many,'  returned  the 
squire,  '  through  the  gross  and  scandal- 
ous deception  practised  upon  them  by 
you.' 

'May  I  be  alloAved,  Mr.  Oakacre,  to 
make  a  short  addition  to  my  defence 
before  you  give  your  final  decision?' 
pleaded  Orlando  Chickabiddy,  finding 
that  what  he  had  already  said  had  not 
produced  a  favourable  impression. 

'  Xo,'  was  the  quick  and  energetic 
answer  ;  *  111  not  listen  to  another  word. 
You  have  proclaimed  yourself  to  be  an 
unmitigated   rascal,    without    the    conclu- 
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sive  proof  in  ray  possession  of  yoiu*  be- 
ing so.  Leave  this  house  instantly,  and 
never  presume  to  enter  it  again.' 

'Am  I  to  aceept  this,  sir,  as  your 
unqualified  and  unalterable  judgment,  in 
which  not  a  single  atom  of  your  usual 
judicial  mercy  can  be  traced?'  rejoined 
Orlando  Chickabiddy,  rising  slowly  from 
his  chair.  '  Am  I  to  be  turned  out  of 
this  house  with  the  clear  understanding 
of    never    being    permitted    to    enter    it 


again  ?' 


'  Yes,'  returned  the  squire,  mth  his 
anger  and  indignation  momentarily  in- 
creasing. '  Go,  and  go  at  once,  if  you 
wish  to  escape  the  crack  of  the  double- 
thong  of  a  hunting-whip  across  your 
shoulders.' 

'To  the  serious,  if  not  ruinous,  injuries. 
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about  to  be  received  at  your  hands,  Mi\ 
Oakacre,'  rejoined  Orlando  Chickabiddy, 
with  great  cahnness,  if  not  coohiess,  of 
manner,  '  I  certainly  am  not  desirous  of 
having  the  addition  of  the  crack  of  a 
double-thong  of  a  hunting-whip  across 
my  shoulders,  and,  knoAving  that  you 
are  most  expert  in  applying  that  in- 
strument of  torture,  I  will  obey  your 
arbitrary  order  without  further  delay, 
and  leave  this  house,  never  to  enter  it 
again  ;'  and,  so  speaking,  he  quitted  the 
room  ^^ith  a  hurried  gait,  as  if  not  en- 
tirely devoid  of  apprehension  that  the 
squire's  threat  might  be  carried  out  before 
he  had  completely  escaped  from  the 
environs  of  Oakacre  Court. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A  FEW  months  had  passed  since  Sam 
became  one  of  Mrs.  Chell's  lodgers  in 
Middle  TemjDle  Lane,  and,  the  question 
of  his  individual  board  never  having 
been  discussed  as  to  limits,  he  grew  fat, 
lazy,  and  luxurious.  The  active  occu- 
pation of  his  country  life  having  com- 
pletely gone,  Sam  might  generally  he 
seen  stretched  on  the  hearthrug,  doing 
nothing.  When  not  quite  half-asleep,  he 
watched,  m   a   posture  of  the  most  per- 
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feet  ease,  with  his  nose  between  his 
forepaws,  and  his  eyes  turned  upAvards, 
any  incident  that  might  occur  within 
range  of  his  sight  or  hearing,  and  re- 
qniring  no  physical  effort  on  his  part. 

With  the  daily  care  and  attention  be- 
stowed  upon  Mrs.  Chell's  'lambkin,'  he 
grew  heavy,  and  even  ponderous.  His 
increasing  weight,  however,  with  his  in- 
creasing age,  seemed  to  give  great  satis- 
faction to  those  who  witnessed  the  per- 
ceptible and  steady  change  in  Sam's  '  re- 
mains,' and  to  no  one  more  so  than  Jenny 
CheU  herself. 

'  Like  my  Chell,'  she  observed,  looking 
at  Sam  affectionately,  as  he  laid  slumbering 
at  her  feet,  '  like  my  Chell,'  she  repeated, 
'  towards  the  close  of  his  leo-al  life,  he  L>:ot 
fatter  and  fatter  every  day,  and  nothino' 
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pleased  me  more  than  to  see  him  get  fatter 
and  fatter.  I  like  fat,  Mrs.  Slomax,  and 
always  did,  in  man  and  beast.  None  of 
your  skin  and  bone  subjects  for  me  !  I 
hate  the  sight  of  skeletons  !' 

Griselda,  who  Avas  engaged  in  deftly 
knitting  a  pair  of  lilliputian  lamb's  wool 
stockings, — perhaps  for  a  doll — offered  no 
remark,  but  continued  to  ply  the  needles 
ill  silence. 

'Things  turn  out,  sometimes,  remark- 
ably fortunate,'  continued  Mrs.  Chell, 
stitching  away  with  a  quick,  industrious 
movement  at  what  appeared  to  be  a  small 
tiannel  garment  designed  for  somebody,  or 
something,  not  much  bigger  than  a  dolL 
'  Things  turn  out,  sometimes,'  repeated  she, 
'remarkably  fortunate.  Soon  after  my 
marriage    with    Chell — I    think   within    a 
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week — he  insisted  upon  my  making  the 
necessary  proyision  for  an  expectant 
family.  Take  time  hy  the  forelock,  Jenny, 
said  he,  and  buy  the  flannel  and  dimity 
for  the  expectant.  Let  no  time  he  lost, 
said  Chell,  for  it's  impossible  to  say  how 
soon,  or  when,  the  expectant  may  come  to 
hand.  Acting  upon  his  sound,  commercial, 
and  legal  advice,  T  went  to  market  and 
purchased,  upon  a  liberal  scale,  all  that 
could  possibly  be  required  for  the  expectant. 
At  the  same  time  I  thouo-ht  it  better,  on 
the  score  of  care  and  economy,  not  to  have 
the  material  made  up  until  the  time  was 
nearer  at  hand  for  the  expectant  to  arrive, 
and  as  it  pleased  the  ruler  of  all  events, 
both  great  and  small,  that  he,  she,  or  it,  as 
the  case  might  be,  should  never  arrive  at  all, 
the    materiaL     or    stock    on    hand,     ^Irs. 
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Slomax,  was  reserved  by  circumstances, 
over  which  Ave  have  had  no  control,  to  be 
made  up  for  your  expectant,  heaven  l)less 
him,  or  her  as  the  case  may  be !  This  is  a 
:flannel  shirt,  or  chemise,  to  meet  the  case 
as  it  may  turn  out,'  said  Mrs.  Chell,  '  and 
we  all  hope  that  it  may  turn  out  for  the 
best.' 

In  this  poetical  narrative,  Mrs.  Chell 
relied,  alone,  upon  her  imagination  for  the 
facts,  and,  in  her  natural  desire  to  make 
things  as  pleasant  as  ^^ossible,  had  commit- 
ted a  pious  fraud.  Her  assertion  that  the 
flannel  and  dimity  wci'e  originally  bought 
in  strict  accordance  with  old  Chell's 
personal  instructions,  was  at  direct  vari- 
ance with  the  truth.  No  such  directions 
were  ever  entertained  or  expressed  l)y  the 
judge's  clerk  ;    but   th(^   ^^PPb'   ^^'*^^  been 
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-very  recently  higgled  for  at  a  neighbour- 
ing shop  by  Jenny  Chell  herself,  and 
delicately  placed  at  the  disposal  of  Mrs. 
Slomax  for  her  'expectant,'  with  as  httle 
injury  to  her  sensitive  feelings  as  possible. 
For  it  was  no  secret  that  the  young  wife 
and  her  hard  reading  husband  were  very 
poor,  and  their  resources,  at  the  present 
time,  much  too  small  for  the  ordinary  calls 
upon  them,  to  say  nothing  of  the  extra- 
ordinary claims  which  invariably  attend 
the  coming  of  an  '  expectant.' 

Jenny  Chell  not  only  knew  this,  but  Avas 
in  full  possession  of  the  state  of  things 
which  silently  appealed  with  such  force  to 
her  ])enevolcnce.  Her  weekly  bill  for  rent 
and  outlay,  which  had  been  settled,  hither- 
to, with  punctiHous  regularity,  was  now 
suppressed  instead  of  being  presented  on 
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€aeh  recurring  Monday  morning,  unci 
whenever  Edward  Sloniax  reminded  her, 
with  a  fixintand  sickly  smile,  that  'she  had 
forgotten,  perhaps,  to  deliver  it,'  Mrs. 
Chell  Avoiild  offer  the  excuse  that  'she 
had  had  no  time  as  j^et  to  make  it  out ; 
but  would  do  so  by-and-by.' 

'  By-and-l^y,'  however,  like  the  weekly 
account  for  rent  and  outlay,  was  indefi- 
nitely ])Ostponed,  and  the  balance,  as  a 
matter  of  inevitable  certainty,  increased 
Aveek  l)y  week. 

Edward  Slomax  noAv  entered  the  room, 
where  Griselda  and  Mrs.  Chell  were  re- 
spectively occupied  in  knitting  and  stitch- 
ing, and  his  face  looked  unusually  pale 
and  lined  as  he  took  a  chair,  and,  placing 
it  close  to  the  fender,  rested  his  feet  upon 
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the   edge,    and   silently   crossed  liis  arms, 
Avithout  speaking  a  word  to  either. 

Griselda  cast  an  anxious,  momentary 
glance  at  lier  husband,  but  continued  to 
work  at  the  little  lambsAvool  stocking's, 
designed,  perhajDS,  for  a  doll. 

'You  look  tired,  Mr.  Slo]nax,'  observed 
Mrs.  Chell,  "  and  I  opine  that  a  cup  of 
good  strong  tea  and  a  round  of  1)uttered 
toast  would  refresh  vou.' 

'  I  thank  you  ver}'  much,  Jenny,'  he 
replied,  '  and  think  a  cup  of  moderate  tea, 
not  too  good,  and  without  sugar,  ^Yith  a 
small  piece  of  dry  toast,  might  relieve  the 
present  e^dl  effects  of  an  empty  viscera.' 

'  Moderate  tea  and  dry  toast !'  ejacu- 
lated Mrs.  Chell.  '  Xot  if  I  know  it,  Mr. 
Slomax ;  you  shall  have  as  good  a  cup  of 
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tea  as  liancls  can  make,  and  the  round  of 
toast  shall  be  buttered  on  l)oth  sides. 
That's  the  sort  of  toast  for  you,  sir,  I 
opine,  after  six  hours  of  Coke  upon  Little- 
ton, mixed  with  Blackstone's  Commen- 
taries.' 

'  It  Avill  be  more  consistent  with  sur- 
rounding and  hostile  circumstances,  Jenny,^ 
rejoined  he,  '  to  have  it  dry ;  for  nothing 
goes  right  with  me.' 

'  There  will  be  a  turn  presently,'  said 
Mrs.  Chell,  encouragingly.  'Things  are 
sure  to  turn  round  all  right,  sir,  in  tlic 
end.' 

'  I  cannot  help  wishing,  therefore,  Jenn}^,' 
added  he,  '  that  the  end  would  approach  a 
little  faster  than  it  seems  to  travel.' 

'  Impatience,  Mr.  Slomax,'  returned  Mrs. 
Chell,    philosophically,    'is    one    of    the 
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human  weaknesses  of  tlie  liiiman  sex. 
We  always  want  to  suck  our  lemon  l^e- 
fore  it  is  sweet,  and  forget  tliat  sour 
grapes  require  time  to  ripen.  You  have 
only  to  wait,  sir,  for  tlie  harvest — as  my 
Chell  often  used  to  say — for  it  to  come, 
wet  or  dry,  sooner  or  later  ;  but,  as  he 
said,  it  is  sure  to  come.  Xow  we  all 
know,  Mr.  Slomax,  or  ought  to  know, 
sir — for  I  believe  it  to  be  a  part  of  holy 
writ — that  as  we  sow,  so  shall  we  reap. 
Now,  we  all  know,  Mr.  Slomax,  in  this 
part  of  Middle  Temple  Lane,  the  present 
living  Judge's  Chambers,  of  which  the 
departed  Chell  was  his  chief  and  only 
clerk,  that  you  have  been  sowing  Coke 
upon  Littleton,  and  Blackstone's  Commen- 
taries in  your  brain  for  the  best  part  of 
the  last  two  years  with  scarcely  the  rest 

VOL.  Tll.  G 
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of  a  singl(3  day.  As  my  Chcll  would 
have  said,  had  he  been  in  the  flesh  in- 
stead of  the  spirit,  it  has  been  all  collar. 
At  the  same  time,  such  dry  and  tough 
reading  as  that  must  be  looked  upon  as 
sowing  the  legal  seed,  the  fruit  of  which, 
I  opine,  wdll  be  gathered,  in  a  few  years, 
in  the  shape  of  heavy  and,  perhaps,  whack- 
ing  fees    marked    uj^on   l:)riefs   of  colossal 


size. 


'  But  you  know^  perfectly  well,  Jenny,' 
responded  he,  '  that  I  cannot  he  even 
called  to  the  Bar  for  the  next  twelve 
months.  Supposing  the  best — supposing 
the  improbability  of  whacking  fees  being- 
marked  upon  colossal  briefs,  as  soon  as  I 
am  qualified  to  make  myself  look  like  a. 
jack-pudding  in  a  horsehair  wig  and  stuif 
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gown,   how  am  I   to   live — what  am  I  to 
<\o  in  the  meantime?' 

'  Hope  for  the  best/  rejoined  Mrs.  Chell, 
with  firmness  of  purpose  in  her  tone  and 
manner.  *  Hope  on,  Mr.  Slomax,  hope 
ever  !  Look  upon  the  bright  and  sunny 
side  of  the  hedge,  and  turn  your  back 
upon  the  shady  one.  That's  what  mv 
Chell  both  said  and  did,  sir,  and  a  more 
wholesome  precept,  I  opine,  or  better 
example  was  never  offered  by  a  ^vorthy 
man  to  his  neighbours  when  a  little  down 
in  the  dumps.  I  will  now  go,'  continued 
she,  cheerfully,  'and  get  the  cup  of  good 
tea  ready,  together  with  the  toast  buttered 
on  both  sides,'  and  Mrs.  Chell  made  her 
exit  through  the  green  l)aize  door  into  the 
adjoining  apartment  for  the  express   pur- 

g2 
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pose  of  preparing  the  viands  for  the  imme- 
diate supply  to  the  nrgent  demand  of 
Edward  Slomax's  empty  viscera. 
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CHAPTER  YII. 

Bill  Baxter  and  his  social  companion. 
Cock  Robin,  were  in  the  full  enjoyment  of 
a  little  cjuiet  conversation  together,  and 
smoking  half  an  ounce  of  bird's-eye  to- 
bacco at  one  and  the  same  time,  the  occa- 
sional breaks  and  pauses  in  the  smoking 
being  momentarily  produced  by  the  pifF- 
puifs  from  their  respective  lips. 

The  scene  was  old  Grumblesome's 
'*  snuggery,'  and  the  hour  eventide. 

'  You  don't  mean  to  say.  Bill,'  observed 
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Cock  Robin,  as  n  small  cloud  of  white 
smoke  curled  above  his  head  towards  the 
ceiling,  '  that  thc}^  rung  him  out  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  do,'  replied  Bill  Baxter,  with  an 
inward  chuckle,  expressive  of  great  satis- 
faction at  the  reminiscence.  'They  sot 
the  bells  a-ringing  as  merry  a  peal  as  ever 
I  heard,  and  rung  him  clean  out  of  the 
parish.' 

'  It  would  have  been  a  precious  good 
thing,' rejoined  his  companion,  'if  he  had 
never  entered  it ;  and  had  I  knoAvn  what 
was  to  follow,  Bill,  his  first  step  in  the 
parish  should  have  been  his  last.' 

Old  Grumblesome  deliberately  })hu'ed 
his  half  finished  j^ipe  upon  the  table,  and, 
A^dth  a  slight  cough,  cleared  his  throat  as 
if  about  to  make  an  observation  of  no 
slight  importance. 


ox  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT.  87 

^You  don't  mean  me  to  tliink,  Cocky/ 
returned  he,  '  that,  in  stopping  his  second 
step  into  the  parish,  you  Avould  have  dis- 
embowelled Chickabiddy  ?' 

'  P'raps  not,'  added  Cock  Robin,  senten- 
tiously.  '  I  might  not  have  gone  quite  so 
far  as  that ;  but  had  I  known  that  our 
tine  old  squire  would  have  to  give  up 
huntino'  the  countrv  throuo-h  him.  That 
every  hound  and  'oss,  including  your 
old  "oss,  Bill,  would  have  to  be  sold 
through  him.  That  my  good  and  kind 
old  missis  would  have  died  through 
him ;  for,  say  what  they  like  about  Miss 
Grizzle's  running  away  killing  her,  she 
ran  away  through  him.  That  my  h(^me, 
from  a  little  bit  of  a  boy,  Avould  be  broken 
up  and  shut  up  through  him.  That 
Gazelle,  like  myself,  would  be  turned  out 
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to  get  her  own  living  as  best  she  coukl 
through  him.  That  we  should  part  com- 
pany with  Sam  through  him.  That  you 
and  I,  Bill,  are  left  together  in  this  world 
almost  alone,  without  a  shilling  to  bless 
ourselves  with,  through  him,  I  feel  that  I 
could  turn  that  Chickabiddy  inside  out.  I 
do  indeed.  Bill  Baxter.' 

'I  don't  see  much  diiFerence  between 
that  and  disembowelling  him,'  remarked 
old  Grumblesome,  taking  up  his  pipe  and 
again  beginning  to  increase  the  thick  cloud 
of  smoke  in  the  '  snuggery.' 

'  The  finish  would  be  about  the  same,' 
continued  he,  with  a  pifF-pufF,  '  and  I  wish, 
Cocky,  that  as  soon  as  he  had  put  his  first 
step  into  this  parish  you  had  turned  him 
inside  out.  It  would  have  proved  a  great 
blessing  to  man,  woman,  and  infant  in  this 
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23art  of  the  country,  to  say  nothing  about 
Sam,  Gazelle,  and  my  old  'oss.' 

'  It  often  happens,'  resumed  Cock  Robin, 
'  that  when  we  know  what  we  ought  to 
have  done  it's  too  late  to  do  it.  There's 
not  much  harking  back  in  our  hves,  Bill. 
Had  I  known  what  this  Chickabiddy  was 
going  to  do — '  here  he  dropped  his  voice, 
and  bent  forward  in  his  chair  so  as  to  be 
distinctly  audible  to  his  social  companion 
notwithstanding  the  subdued  tone — '  I 
would  have  left  him.  Bill,  head  down- 
wards in  that  deep  ditch  ^^dth  his  heels  on 
the  bank,  and  with  such  a  dose  of  thick 
black  mud  in  his  mouth  and  throat,  I 
don't  think  he  would  have  troubled  us 
much  beyond  sitting  upon  him  at  the 
inquest.' 

'  That  would  have  been  not  the  smallest 
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trouble  to  me,  Cocky,'  responded  old 
Grumblesome,  swaying  his  head  to  and  fro 
with  the  corresponding  movement  of  a 
j)endulum.  '  In  plain  English  I  should 
liave  looked  upon  it  as  a  very  great  pleasure, 
taking  a  back  look  at  events.' 

'  And  a  very  proper  way  to  look  at  it,' 
rejoined  Cock  Robin.  '  We  can  only  judge 
of  men  and  things  when  we  get  well  hold 
of  the  facts,  and  it's  a  fact,  which  nobody 
can  deny,  that  had  that  Chickabiddy  been 
smothered  in  mud,  Avhen  the  opportunity 
came  to  the  front,  we  must  have  been  in  a 
very  different  and  improved  situation  to 
what  we  noAv  seem  to  occupy  as  fixtures.' 

'You  speak  like  a  book,  Cocky,'  returned 
old  Grumblesome,  '  and  I  wish  you  had  left 
him  where  he  was  found.  It  was  just  the 
place  for  him,  and  yet  you  couldn't  let  him 
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alone,  but  must  interfere  and  drag  him  out 
by  the  heels.' 

'  It  Avas  a  oTeat  mistake  on  mv  i)art,  Bill,' 
added  his  social  companion.  '  I  admit  that 
it  was  a  great  mistake  on  my  part,  Bill,  and 
p'raps  something  worse ;  but,  looking  upon 
it  even  as  among  my  sins,  I  can  do  no  more 
than  confess  what  I  have  done,  and  hope  for 
pardon  in  the  next  world,  if  I  don't  meet 
with  it  in  this.' 

'  Nicely  put,'  observed  old  Grumblesome, 
repeating  the  pendulum  movement  with  his 
head,  '  very  nicely  put.  Cocky,  and  you  do 
yourself  great  credit  by  giving  tongue  to  a 
sentiment  Hke  that.' 

There  was  now  an  interval  entirely  free 
from  debate,  and  nothing  was  heard  but  a 
succession  ofpifF-pufFs  as  if  rapid  explosions- 
from  a  miniature  battery  of  toy  guns. 
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'  Is  there  any  fresh  report  going  the 
rounds?'  at  length  inquired  Bill  Baxter. 

'The  last  I  heard,'  replied  Cock  Robin, 
*  was  that  the  sheriff  would  have  a  sale  at 
Hawkhurst  in  a  very  short  time,  and  every- 
thing, stock  and  lock,  will  be  knocked  dowm 
under  the  hannnerfor  what  it'll  be  fetch — 
a  regular  clearance  sale.' 

'And  the  sAvarm  of  rats  again  be 
the  tenants,'  rejoined  old  Grumblesome, 
Svith  the  OAvls  and  the  bats,  just  as 
they  Avere  when  I  Avas  a  little  snivelling- 
boy.  Hawkhurst,'  continued  he,  'alAA^ays 
looked  a  God-forsaken  place,  and  it  only 
looked,  perhaps,  Avhat  it  Avas.  I  haA^e 
AA^atched,  Avlien  a  little,  snivelling  l)oy, 
a  large,  Avhite  oavI  sailing  round  and 
above  the  roof  in  the  coming  darkness, 
like   a  ghost  on  the  A\dng,  and  I  thought 
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then,  as  I  do  now,  that  its  screech  was 
a  curse  upon  it.' 

'  Xo  good  ever  happened  to  the  owners 
of  Hawkhurst  that  I  ever  heard  of,'  re- 
turned his  social  companion.  '  They  were 
sure  to  come  to  grief,  in  some  form  or 
other,  if  the  stories  are  in  any  way  true 
that  are  tokl  of  them ;  and  when  it 
seemed  settled  that  Miss  Grizzle  was  to 
be  the  missis  of  the  patched-up  and 
white-washed  old  Chancery  suit,  I  shook 
and  shivered  as  if  a  pail  of  cold  water 
had  been  thrown  down  my  back.' 

'  Have  you  heard  anything  lately  about 
her  or  Mr.  Edward  ?'  inquired  Bill  Bax- 
ter. '  How  do  you  suppose  they  get  on  up 
in  London  ?' 

'  It's  difficult  to  guess,'  was  Cock 
Robin's  reply ;    '  and  nobody  here  seems 
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to  knoAv.  I  said  to  the  squire,  a  few 
mornings  since — meeting  liim  as  I  went 
to  give  Gazelle  a  handful  of  oats  out 
of  my  pocket ;  for  grass  doesn't  altogether 
suit  her — that  I  hoped  they  were  Avell  ; 
and,  with  a  shake  of  the  head,  as  he 
passed  on  without  stopping,  he  answered 
that  he  hoped  so,  too.' 

'That  didn't  sound  very  cheerful,'  re- 
sponded Bill  Baxter;  'and  I  should  like 
to  have  further  particulars.  I  can't  help 
wondering  to  myself,  now  and  then,  how 
they  get  on  for  the  needful.' 

*They  may  have  the  same  thoughts 
respecting  us.  Bill,'  rejoined  his  social 
companion.  '  How  do  we  get  on  for  the 
needful  ?' 

'  On  paper,'  returned  old  (Trumhlesome, 
as   he   refilled    the    bowl    of  his    pipe,    'I 
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think  I  may  say  pretty  well.  Neither 
has  received  notice  to  quit.  We  have 
nothino^  to  do,  and  o^et  the  same  Avao^es 
for  doing  it — on  paj)er.' 

'  We  shall  be  paid  some  day  or 
other,  if  there's  anything  left  to  pay 
us  with, '  added  Cock  Robin.  '  It 
will  not  l:»e  always  on  paper,  if  tlie 
lawyers  don't  swallow  up  everything,  as 
I  am  told  they  do  when  they  get  the 
chance.' 

'  But  the  difficulty  seems  to  be,  Cocky,' 
observed  old  Grumblesome,  'how  are  we 
to  make  ends  meet  until  we  touch  the 
coin ?  We  can't  go  on  "as  it  was  in 
the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall 
be,  world  without  end,"  on  paper.  Our 
creditors,'  continued  he,  with  a  proud 
swell  of  the  voice,   '  such  as  the  butcher 
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and  baker  and  candlestick-inaker,  won't 
give  us  tick  for  eternity.  They  can't 
be  expected  to  do  so,  Cocky,  they  can't, 
indeed.' 

'We  haven't  to  pay  any  rent,  and 
through  your  cap  money  lasting  out  as 
well  as  it  does.  Bill,'  replied  his  social 
companion,  Sve  don't  owe  much.' 

'Ha!'  ejaculated  old  Grumblesome, 
again  trying  the  pendulum  movement 
with  his  head.  'Ha!'  repeated  he,  'that 
last  cap,  when  Miss  Grizzle  was  the 
M.F.H.  for  one  day  only,  was  a  bumper, 
and  no  mistake.  Not  a  gentleman  or 
farmer  present  but  dropped  in  some- 
thing, and' — here  he  made  a  most  effec- 
tive and  dramatic  pause — '  there  was  more 
gold  in  my  cap  that  day  than  ever  there 
was  in  Chickabiddy's  mine,  Cocky,  when  it 
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was  handed  to  me  by  Tom  Brown  the 
yeoman.' 

'What  a  comfort  it  has  been  to  us!' 
exclaimed  Cock  Robin.  '  I  feel  it  in  the 
light  of  an  earthly  blessing.* 

'  That's  exactly  my  sentiment  upon  the 
subject/  returned  old  Grumblesome,  '  and^ 
notwithstanding  my  tissues  want  a  little 
liquoring-up  from  a  sort  of  sinking  sen- 
sation here,' — and  he  pressed  an  open  hand 
a  few  inches  lower  down  than  his  chest — 
'  I  have  eschewed  Ben  Nevis,  and  all 
medical  comforts  of  the  kind,  so  as  to  keep 
our  heads  above  water  as  long  as  possible 
on  my  cap  money.' 

'  A  very  wise  act  on  your  part.  Bill,' 
added  his  social  companion,  '  and  one 
which  makes  me  more  at  ease  with  myself 
in  sharing  your  bounty.     Had  you  given 

VOL.  III.  H 


98  ON  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT. 

up  your  mind  to  drinking  it  away,  I  don't 
think  I  could  have  taken  up  my  quarters 
here  as  comfortably  as  I  have  done.' 

'  But  you  might  have  tried  with  a  little 
inconvenience,  Cocky,'  rejoined  old  Grum- 
blesome  ;  '  for  you  were  never  particularly 
fond  of  either  the  smell  or  taste  of  tea, 
although  we  get  nothing  better  now  when 
the  water  biles.' 

Not  long  afterwards  the  bird's-eye  to- 
bacco was  consumed,  probably,  in  about 
equal  divisions  ;  but  before  the  vapour  had 
disappeared  frOm  hanging  like  a  thick  veil 
below  the  ceiling  of  the  ^snuggery,'  Bill 
Baxter  and  his  social  companion  were 
wrapped  in  balmy  sleep,  forgetful  alike  of 
their  debts  and  debtors. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

In  a  conference  of  a  strictly  domestic  kind, 
Edward  Slomax  and  liis  A^dfe — 2i'0'^dno' 
paler  and  paler  as  week  succeeded  week — 
were  engaged  in  talking  over,  and  discuss- 
ing in  detail,  matters  of  grave  and  serious 
import. 

'  I  cannot  shut  my  eyes  to  the  too  plain 
fact,  joy  of  my  heart,'  said  he,  '  — but  I 
cannot  say  soul,  for  it  doesn't  seem  at 
present  mine  to  call  my  own — that  we  are 
totally  devoid  of  the  means  of  bare  sub- 
sistence.     What   we   have   had,    and  are 
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having,  in  the  shajDe  of  the  necessaries  of 
life,  and  their  more  pleasant  adjuncts, 
spring  alone  from  Jenny  Chell's  resources ; 
but  the  unintermitting  drain  upon  them 
must,  in  the  absence  of  the  smallest  prac- 
tical supply,  produce  Avithin  a  truly  limit- 
ed period,  nothing  short  of  sheer  exhaust- 
ion. I  know  Jenny  so  well,'  continued 
he,  '  that  we  shall  never  hear  a  word 
about  the  weekly  bill,  or  the  terrific 
balance  due  on  an  accumulation  of  weekly 
bills ;  but  things  cannot  go  on  much 
longer  in  this  way,  joy  of  my  heart,  as 
come  to  a  standstill  they  must  for  want  of 
a  locomotive  power.' 

'What  are  we  to  do  then,  Teddy?'  she 
exclaimed,  in  a  voice  and  manner  almost 
approaching  despair.  '  What  are  we  to  do 
then,  Teddy?' 
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'That  is  the  very  question,  joy  of  my 
heart,'  replied  he,  '  that  I  want  answered 
in  the  most  satisfactory  and  prompt 
manner  in  which  it  can  possibly  be  manu- 
factured. I  have  been  so  frequent  in  my 
visits  to  the  man  of  business,  who  has  the 
family  matters  in  hand,  that  the  soles  of 
my  boots  begin  to  show  the  eifects  of 
daily  friction,  and  I  continually  receive 
his  serious  and  almost  solemn  assurance 
that    no   time   is    being   lost,    although    I 


<^annot    discover   that    any    one    thing 


IS 


beino-  done  but  losino;  time.  He  continual- 
ly  tells  me  that  he  is  waiting  for  instruc- 
tions from  the  Court  of  Chancery  which, 
it  appears,  is  never  in  a  hurry  to  give  them. 
AVhen  these  are  obtained,  he  says, 
commissions  will  have  to  be  issued  to  the 
distant,   opposite,   and  remote  quarters  of 
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the  globe,  where  our  relatives  are  suppos- 
ed to  have  married  and  left,  of  course, 
inexhaustible  families,  in  order  that  the 
survivors  may  be  traced  to  come  in  and, 
proving  their  claims,  share  alike  whatever 
may  be  left  of  our  grandfather  Peepem's 
estate,  after  payment  of  the  costs,  which 
consequently  leaves  the  dividend  most  nn- 
(;ertain,  and  of  a  truly  precarious  nature.. 
The  legal  machinery  for  working  out  this 
pi'oblematical  end  seems,  from  what  the 
man  of  business  says,  intricate  in  the 
extreme,  and  costly  to  the  point  of  hnisli 
extravagance.  AVith  a  slight  experience 
only,  he  stated,  giving  a  strong  shrug  of 
the  shoulders  as  he  spoke,  anyone  must 
possess  a  naturally  sanguine  temperament 
to  expect  the  smallest  substantial  benefit 
during  an  ordinary  lifetime  from  a  property 
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SO  situated.  It  is  nothing  but  the  shadow 
of  a  phantom  substance,  sir,  observed  the 
man  of  business — nothing  but  the  shadow 
of  a  phantom  substance.  I  then  asked  him 
if  it  would  be  practicable  to  raise  a  small 
sum  upon  our  reversionary  interest ;  but 
he  replied  that  it  remained  to  be  proved 
that  we  possessed  any  reversionary  interest, 
and,  if  that  was  beyond  cavil  or  dispute, 
not  the  most  skilful  of  actuaries  could 
possibly  appraise  the  value  of  a  share 
which  depended  upon  an  unknown  quant- 
ity or  number  of  distant  claimants  upon  the 
estate.  This  appeared  to  me,  joy  of  my 
heart,  reasonable  enough,  and  nothing  but 
good,  sound  conmaon  sense  ;  I,  therefore, 
took  my  departure  from  the  office  of 
the  man  of  business,  accepting  this  as  his 
final  answer  to  my  several  applications  for 
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his  professional  assistance  in  effecting  a 
loan.' 

^We  must  inform  dear  Jenny  of  this 
terrible  state  of  things  at  once,  Teddy,' 
rejoined  Griselda,  '  as  to  be  dependent 
upon  her  generous  kindness  for  one  moment 
longer,  Avithout  her  being  fully  acquainted 
with  our  hapless  cii'cumstances,  would  bo 
nothing  less  than  sinful.' 

'  With  a  strono;  sio-ht  for  divine]^  into  the 
darkness  of  the  future,'  returned  he,  '  and 
her  Temple-wide  experience  having  taught 
Jenny  to  judge  of  to-morrow  by  to-day, 
as  a  mere  repetition  of  ordinary  incidents, 
with  a  fcAv  extraordinary  accidents  now 
and  then  thrown  in  hy  way  of  a  change 
in  the  depressing  monotony  of  round-we- 
go  human  existence,  I  entertain  but  little 
doubt  that  she  is  almost  as  well  posted  up 
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in  tlie  knowledge  of  our  hapless  circum- 
stances as  ourselves.  At  the  same  time,  a 
plain  and  distinct  revelation  shall  be  made 
most  unreservedly,  and  Jenny  positively 
understand  that  we  are  not  only  ^\'ithout 
a  penny  in  the  world,  but  cannot  iix  the 
exact  date  for  having  one  in  our  posses- 
sion^ or  the  means  by  which  a  penny  can 
be  raised  in  the  current  coin  of  the  realm. 
We  will  tell  her  this,  and,  being  complete- 
ly powerless  to  render  us  the  smallest 
assistance  in  our  financial  difficulty,  I  am 
prepared  to  see  poor  Jenny  open  wide  the 
floodgates  of  her  heart,  and  shed  a  copious 
overflow  of  tears.  But  this,  however 
grateful  and  pleasant  to  one's  feelings  to 
possess  the  sympathy  of  such  an  angelic 
being  as  Jenny  Chell,  will  2iot  contribute 
to  the  hidden  ways  and  means  of  our  get- 
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ting  or  earning  that  particular  penny,  for 
which  Ave  stand  so  much  in  need.  I  must 
do  something,  joy  of  my  heart.  Life  de- 
mands action,  Griselda,  and  I  must  do 
something  to  keep  the  proverbial  wolf 
from  the  door,  or  we  shall  be  aware  of  his 
presence,  perhaps,  when  too  late  to  escape 
his  deadly  fangs.  I  must  begin  to  make 
a  profit  of  my  labour,  mental  or  physical, 
without  waiting  to  eat  the  necessary  num- 
ber of  dinners  as  a  preliminary  to  being- 
called  to  the  Bar,  and  if  necessary,  as  it 
may  be,  to  work  with  my  hands,  for  I  am 
big,  burly,  and  strong  enough  to  earn  my 
daily  bread  with  the  thews  and  sinews  of 
a  man.' 

'  But   what    could    you    do    with    your 
hands,    Teddy   dear?'    inquired   his   wife, 
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evidently  doubtful  as  to  a  successful  effort 
on  his  part. 

^  Before  giving  a  ready  and  decisive 
answer  to  that  question,  joy  of  my  heart/ 
replied  he,  '  1  require  a  short  time  for  re- 
flection. There  are  many  things  to  be 
done  mth  the  hands,  but  at  the  present 
moment  I  can  think  of  nothing  better  in 
the  shape  of  a  ready-money  profession 
with  a  small  investment  of  capital  than 
with  a  new  l)room  to  sweep  the  well-at- 
tended crossing  of  a  street.  The  occupa- 
tion would  be  light,  and  the  gross  profits 
devoid  of  the  usual  drawbacks  of  bad 
debts.' 

'  Oh,  Teddy  !'  exclaimed  she,  struggling, 
at  the  same  time,  to  prevent  a  smile  from 
spreading  itself  over   her  features,   '  how 
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can    you    joke    at    such    a     moment    as 
this  ?' 

^  Joy  of  my  heart/  returned  he,  '  no  time 
couki  possibly  be  more  opportune  for  a 
joke  than  the  present.  A  merry  jest  in 
the  hours  of  fun  and  raillery  may  promote 
a  laugh  without  much  strain  upon  the 
risible  muscles  ;  but  when  one's  thoughts 
are  turned  to  the  dire  necessity  of  sweep- 
ino;  a  crossino'  with  a  new  broom,  and  still 

(DO  ^  • 

the  risible  muscles  do  not  remain  totally 
inactive,  I  must  come  to  the  gratifying 
conclusion  that  the  joke  Avas  not  only 
well  timed,  but  one  that  may  be  pro- 
nounced uncommonly  good,  if  not  su- 
premely excellent  of  its  kind.  jMv  opinion 
is  that  the  joke,  of  which  I  seem  to  have 
l^een    the    unconscious    author,    not    only 
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deserves  a  compliment  upon  its  merits, 
but  almost  commands  a  premium  payable 
on  the  spot.' 

'  Do  not  speak  longer  in  this  light  and 
careless  way,  Teddy  dear,  of  matters  of 
such  vital  importance  to  us,'  added  Gris- 
elda.  '  Be  serious,  as  I  knoTs^  you  can  be, 
and  tell  me  of  any  plan  that  you  may 
have  formed  for  making,  as  you  say,  a 
profit  of  your  labour  even  by  your 
hands.' 

'Without  dwelling  further,  then,  upon 
the  business  of  the  broom,  which  shall 
now  be  looked  upon  in  the  light  of  a  last 
resource  instead  of  the  first,'  responded 
he.  'I  ^yi[l  take  counsel  with  myself,  and, 
after  mature  dehberation,  inform  you,  joy 
of  my  heart,  what  I  mean  to  attempt  sub- 
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stantially,  in  order  that  our  heads  may  be 
kept  above  water  instead  of  ducking  under 
it ;  for  knowing  that  I  can  work,  Griselda, 
you  shall  see  that  I  AvilL' 


Ill 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  MOST  interesting  event  had  taken  place 
in  Middle  Temple  Lane.  No  pnblic  notice 
of  it  appeared  in  the  Court  Circulai'  or 
under  the  head  of  '  Fashionable  Intelli- 
gence,' but,  had  Mrs.  Chell's  unbiassed 
opinion  been  expressed  upon  the  subject, 
she  would  have  said  that  the  '  event '  de- 
served a  special  paragraph  in  all  the 
morning  and  evening  London  journals,  to 
sav  nothino;  of  an  editorial  article  in 
every  country  paper  of  distinction  and 
respectability. 
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Mrs.  Edward  Slomax  was  the  recent 
mother  of  as  fine  a  boy  as  ever  was  seen 
of  his  age — scarcely  six  hours  old — and 
both  were  doing  as  well  as  could  be  either 
hoped  or  expected,  under  the  immediate 
superintendence  of  Mrs.  Chell,  who  evinced 
l)y  her  manner  more  than  by  what  she 
said  that  the  importance  of  the  '  event  * 
c^ould  not  possibly  be  over-estimated. 

As  head  nurse  and  under  nurse,  for 
she  monopolised  both  situations  in  her 
anxiety  to  do  everything  that  was  neces- 
sary and  superfluous,  Jenny  Chell's  state 
of  mind  bordered  closely  on  fussy.  Had 
there  been  an  observer  present,  which 
there  was  not,  she  might  have  been  con- 
tinually seen  airing  something  before  the 
fire,  or  cooking,  preparing,  or  making  hot 
something    over    it.       With    tea,    gruel. 
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arrowroot,  pap,  and  other  farinaceous 
aliments,  slie  was  ever  busying  herself  in 
getting  ready,  whether  required  when 
ready  or  not. 

'  The  infant  angel  is  asleep  now,  Sam,' 
she  remarked  to  the  obese  and  lazy 
animal  stretched  in  a  position  of  perfect 
ease  at  her  feet,  and  who  watched 
the  cooking  proceedings  with  a  de- 
gree of  interest  only  known,  perhaps,  to 
himself.  '  The  infant  angel  is  asleep  now^ 
Sam,'  repeated  she,  briskly  stirring  round 
a  supply  of  pap  more  than  sufficient  for 
t^^dns  with  good  and  healthy  appetites, 
'and,  therefore,  does  not  require  food  just 
at  the  present  time ;  but  when  he  wakes, 
Sam,  we  shall  see  whether  he  can't  dispose 
of  this — sharp.  I  think,'  continued  she, 
still   stirring  round   the    pap    in    a  truly 

VOL.  III.  t 
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vigorous  manner,  and  addressing  herself 
to  the  obese  and  lazy  animal  at  lier  feet, 
'  I  think,  from  his  striking  likeness  to  his 
father,  that  he  mil  have  a  relish  for  his 
meals  few  angel  infants  are  l)lessed  with, 
and  whieh  only  goes  with  a  strong,  eon- 
stitutional  appetite,  combined  with  good 
digestion.' 

Sam,  being  wearied  with  the  angel 
infant's  supposed  gastronomic  powers,  for 
as  yet  they  had  not  been  put  to  a  severe 
test,  gave  a  loud  yaAvn  and  licked  his  lips 
mth  the  end  of  his  tongue  as  much  as  to 
say,  '  There  are  more  constitutional  appe- 
tites in  this  world  than  the  one 
particularly  referred  to,  and  if,  ^Irs.  Chell, 
you  have  any  shadow  of  a  doubt  upon 
the  subject,  you  have  only  to  mix  the 
gruel,    arrowroot,    pap,    and    other    fari- 
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naceoiis  aliments,  into  one  compact  and 
solid  mass,  and  111  give  you  undeni- 
able proof  of  tlie  truth  of  what  I 
allege.' 

Xo  notice,  however,  was  taken  of 
Sam's  ^  hint,  and  ^Irs.  Chell  continued 
busying  herself  with  stirring  up  the 
pap. 

AYhile  thus  enofao-ed,  Edward  Slomax 
gently  and  noiselessly  opened  the  green 
baize  door,  and,  entering  Mrs.  C hell's 
private  apartment  on  tip-toe,  stood 
by  her  side  T\itli  a  mysterious  air  as 
he  glanced,  almost  suspiciously,  over 
each  of  his  shoulders  before  saying,  in  a 
whisper, 

'  How,  Jenny,  are  they  getting  on  ? 
How  is  the  joy  of  my  heart  doing  ?  And 
what  about  my  son  ?     For   I  am  assured 
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by  you,    Jenny,    that    there    is    not    the 
slightest  doubt  of  his  being  a  son.' 

'None  whatever,  Mr.  Sloniax,'  replied 
she,  '  and  a  remarkably  fine  1)0}'  for  his 
age — a  remarkably  fine  boy  !' 

'And  both  are  on  the  high  road  of 
becoming  robust,'  rejoined  he.  '  May  I 
lay  that  gratifying  unction  to  my  soul, 
Jenny?' 

'You  may,  sir,'  returned  she,  'as  T 
see  no  cause  whatever  to  doubt  about 
their  continuing  to  do  as  hitherto  they 
have  done,  since  the  infant  angel  was 
born,  admirably  well  in  every  respect.' 

'  Your  expressed  confidence,  Jenny/ 
added  the  recently-qualified  parent  to 
the  title  of  father,  '  has  thawed  and  posi- 
tively melted  a  large  lump  of  ice  here  ;' 
and   as   he   spoke   he   pressed    the   broad 
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palm  of  a  hand  over  an  equally  broad 
portion  of  his  chest,  "just  here,  Jemi}' ;' 
and  he  took  o;reat  care  to  direct  her 
attention  to  the  exact  spot  from  which 
the  congealed  water  had  been  dispelled. 
'  Just  here,'  he  repeated. 

'  I  am  most  glad,  Mr.  Slomax,  that  it 
has  gone,'  rejoined  she;  'for  I  know 
something  of  what  a  lump  of  the  kind 
feels  in  the  bosom.  It  is  not  only  pain- 
ful, sir,  while  it  lasts,  proceeding  as  it 
does  from  weak  dio'estive  oro^ans,  but 
sets  at  defiance  the  usual  simple  remedies 
of  ginger,  peppermint,  and  rhubarb.' 

Mrs.  Chell  having  assigned  a  too  literal 
meaning  to  the  cause  of  the  sensation 
referred  to,  Edward  Slomax  reflected  for 
■a  few  brief  moments  upon  the  expediency 
of  undeceivino'  her,  but  thouo^ht  it  better 
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policy  to  let  the  error  pass  without  further 
notice  or  comment. 

'We  shall  soon  have  to  think  about 
the  christening,  eJenny,'  he  remarked, 
rubbing  his  hands  together,  followed  by 
throwing  his  coat  from  his  shoulders,  and 
standing  in  an  upright  position,  amounting 
to  rigidity. 

'We  shall,  Mr.  Slomax,'  responded  she, 
still  engaged  in  stirring  round  the  pap. 
'We  shall  soon  have  to  choose  the  infant 
angel's  name  from  the  long  list  at  the 
end  of  an  old  dictionary  which  formerl}' 
belonged  to  my  Chell.  There  are  some 
beautiful  names  in  it,  Mr.  Slomax ;  of 
poets,  painters,  prophets,  martyrs,  popes,, 
emperors,  kings,  soldiers,  sailors,  and  per- 
haps, if  Ave   look   closely,   with   our  spec- 
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tacles     on     the    bridge     of    our    nose — 
tailors.'  • 

At  the  finish  of  the  sentence,  Mrs. 
Chell  considered  it  time  to  kugh,  and, 
being  generally  consistent  in  the  resolve 
that  her  acts  should  correspond  ^vith 
her  thoughts,  laugh  she  did,  then  and 
there,  while  stirring  round  the  pap. 

'Without  referring  to  the  list  in  the 
dictionary,'  returned  he,  'have  you  any 
favourite  name  in  particular  that  you 
Avould  like  for  my  son  ?' 

'What  do  you  think  of  Jacob,  sir?' 
replied  Mrs..  Chell.  '  It's  a  scriptural 
name  of  ancient  date,  and  sounds  rather 
musical  to  my  ear.' 

'  But  belongs  more  to  the  house  of 
Israel  than  that  of  Slomax,'  rejoined  he. 
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*  I  think,  Jenny,  that  we  shall  have  to 
fall  hack  upon*  the  dictionary,  if  yon 
cannot  hit  upon  something  less  associ- 
ated with  the  traditions  of  the  twelve 
tribes.' 

'  Then  let  the  matter  stand  over,'  i-e- 
turned  she,  '  for  further  consideration. 
As  Jacob  does  not  seem  as  palatable  as  I 
fondly  hoped,  let  the  selection  be  deferred, 
as  my  Chell  would  have  said,  si72e  die, 
Avhich  means,  I  believe,  the  day  after  to- 
morrow, or  the  day  after  that,  as  occasion 
may  demand.' 

'  In  its  strict  sense,  Jenny,'  added  he, 
'  sine  die  is  a  postponement  for  an  ijidefi- 
nite  period.' 

^^nd  that's  just  what  I  mean,  Mr.  vSlomax. 
We  will  put  off  our  absolute  choice  of  the 
infant   angel's   name   without  fixing   any 
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particular  day  or  liour  for  doing  so,'  vv- 
turned  slie,  '  and  then  tliere  will  be  plenty 
of  time  for  having  a  thorough  look  through 
the.  dictionary.  But,  dear  me  !'  ejaculated 
Mrs.  Chell,  '  in  chattering  to  you,  Mi*. 
Slomax,  the  pap  has  become  too  cold  for 
the  infant  angel's  stomach,  and  must  be 
warmed  up  afresh.' 

^  It  Avould  appear,  then,'  added  he,  '  that 
in  causing  my  iirst-born's  pap  to  become 
too  cold,  I  have  committed  the  introduc- 
tory blunder  of  a  fond  parent  not  too 
familiarly  acquainted  with  his  duties.  If, 
however,  as  the  poet  says,  ignorance  is 
bliss,  'twere  folly  to  be  wise.' 
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CHAPTER  X. 

At  direct  variance  with  the  colour  which 
mantled  over  her  features  when  under  the 
aj3ple-tree  at  Forester's  Lodge,  Griselda's 
face  was  blanched  to  a  deadly  hue  as  she 
sat,  with  her  baby  sleeping  in  her  arms, 
looking  as  if  'the  white  rose  had  tri- 
umphed o'er  the  red.' 

Her  indefatigable  husband  had  been 
absent  nearly  the  whole  of  the  day,  as  he 
had  been  for  man}^  successive  days,  in 
search  of  something,  or  anything,  by  which 
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he  could  work  and  earn  sufficient  to 
live  and  get  a  living  for  those  he  loved 
and  were  dependent  upon  him,  but  hither- 
to his  dihgence  had  been  in  vain.  There 
was  no  demand  for  what  he  could  ofFcFy 
hence  the  supply  met  with  the  usual  re- 
jection, '  not  wanted.' 

Wearied  A\dth  his  long  and  fruitless 
walk,  Edward  Slomax,  hoping  to  find 
something,  but  what  he  would  have  had 
difficulty  to  explain,  retraced  his  steps  to 
Middle  Temple  Lane,  sadly  disappoint- 
ed at  his  continued  failure,  but  still 
determined  to  do  his  best  to  achieve 
success. 

His  wife  was  listening  anxiously  for  his 
return,  and  his  first  footstep  on  the  dark, 
winding  staircase  falhng  upon  her  ear,  she 
prepared    to    meet  him  with   a   smile,  as 
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usual,  of  joyous  welcome,  weak,  faint,  and 
hopeless  as  she  felt. 

'  I  am  so  glad  that  you  are  back  again, 
Teddy,'  she  said,  as  he  entered  the  room. 
'  As  I  told  Jenny  only  a  few  minutes 
since,  all  I  wanted  to  make  me  well  and 
happy  again  was  to  have  you  always  with 
me.' 

'  My  fear  is,  joy  of  my  heart,'  replied  he, 
with  a  loving  kiss,  '  that,  in  having  me 
always  Avith  you,  the  over-dose  of  my 
presence  might  become  nauseous  and  even 
oppressive.' 

'No,  Teddy,'  rejoined  his  sickly-looking 
young  wife,  coughing  slightly  as  she  spoke, 
'  I  could  never  be  tired  of  your  being  with 
me.  It  is  Avhen  you're  away  that  T  feel 
what  it  is  to  l)e  alone,  and  without  a  com- 
panion in  the  world.' 
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'Forgetful/  returned  he,  'of  Jenny 
Chell,  and  your  fat  old  friend  and  familiar 
associate  of  your  tomboyish  days,  Sam.' 

'  Without  the  self-reproach  of  forgetting- 
them,'  added  Griselcla,  '  I  want  you,  Teddy, 
to  be  close  to  my  side,  to  speak  cheerfully 
of  our  happy  childhood  days,  and  make 
me  think,  sometimes,  that  there  are  still 
happy  days  in  store  for  us.' 

As  she  finished  speaking  there  was 
another  attack  of  the  hollow-sounding 
cough,  and  ■\^dth  a  start  he  darted  an 
anxious,  inquiring  gaze  at  her,  as  if  fright- 
ened at  what  he  heard. 

'Have  you  a  cold?'  asked  he.  'I  don't 
remember  having  heard  you  cough  so 
before,  Griselda.' 

'  It  has  been  more  troublesome,  to-day, 
than    usual,'  added   she,   '  but  I  have  no 
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doubt  that  Jenny's  innumerable  remedies 
will  soon  effect  a  complete  cure,  for 
one  succeeds  another  with  marvellous 
rapidity.' 

'And  how  is  our  son?'  said  he,  bending 
over  the  sleeping  child,  and  impressing  a 
long  kiss  upon  his  lips. 

'  If  unbroken  slumber  denotes  a  condi- 
tion of  health,'  responded  the  young 
mother,  fondly  looking  at  her  baby 
with  a  smile,  '  then  our  little  son  can 
scarcely  ])c  better  than  he  is.  But  you 
look  dreadfully  tired,  Teddy  dear,  and  I 
am  selfishly  wearying  you  with  my  sense- 
less chatter.' 

'  To  confess  the  truth,'  rejoined  he,  '  and 
the  whole  truth,  I  admit  feeling  overdone 
to-night,  joy  of  my  heart.  I  have  had  a 
long  round,  and  had  I  remained  stationary 
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at  the  starting-point,  Avitliout  moving  a 
single  step,  the  result  would  have  been 
exactly  the  same,  mthout  the  fatigue  and 
wear  and  tear  of  boot  leather.' 

Griselda  gave  a  long,  deeply-drawn  sigh, 
but  uttered  not  a  word. 

'  A  fellow  in  search  of  general  employ- 
ment/ resumed  he,  'seems  to  be  chasing  a 
shadow  which  is  never  approached  nearer 
at  the  end  of  the  run  than  the  beginning. 
Nobody  is  in  want  of  anybody  who  pro- 
fesses to  be  able  to  do  everything.  There 
appears  to  be  a  great  doubt  in  the  minds 
of  the  employers  of  labour  concerning  my 
asserted  capacity  and  willingness  to  do 
anything.  In  trying  this  morning  to  per- 
suade a  painter ' 

'  A  painter  !'  interrupted  Griselda,  with 
an  expression  of  surprise. 


128         ox  THE  SPUll  OF  THE  MOMENT. 

^  Not  an  artist  of  the  pencil  and  canvas 
kind,  joy  of  my  heart,'  continued  he;  'but 
a  worthy  slopper  of  the  brusli  on  the  out- 
side of  a  house,  that  I  was  an  applicant  for 
assisting  him  in  his  work,  for  a  fair  con- 
sideration. He  asked,  with  a  dubious  grin 
which  stretched  itself  across  his  face  from 
ear  to  ear,  whether  I  was  out  of  my 
apprenticeship? 

'Making  no  imbecile  attempt  to  suppress 
the  undisguised  fact,  I  at  once  confessed 
my  absolute  inexperience,  but  supplement- 
ed it  with  expressing  the  firm  belief  that  I 
could  accomplish  the  task  to  his  perfect 
satisfaction.  The  practical  answer  I  receiv- 
ed was  the  resumption  of  his  sloppy  brush 
in  silence,  not  deigning  even  to  bestow  a 
j^arting  look  upon  me  as  I  turned  deject- 
edly to  quit  the  spot  a  disappointed  painter.' 
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Griselda's  long  and  deep  sigh  was  repeat- 
ed, and  she  looked  piteously  at  her  husband 
as  he  continued  his  narrative  of  the  respect- 
ive failures  of  the  dav. 

'  I  then  proceeded  straight,  but  several 
miles  away,'  continued  he,  '  to  the  well 
known  yard  of  an  eminent  boat  builder,  and 
tellinof  him  who  I  was,  as  stroke  in  a  success- 
ful  university  eight,  solicited  his  permission 
to  submit  the  diagram  of  a  ship  which  I 
considered,  when  built,  would  prove  to  be 
the  best,  lightest,  and  fastest  racing  boat 
ever  steered  by  a  Cambridge  coxswain.  The 
eminent  builder,  who  ranks  Al  of  his  class, 
bowed  with  the  politeness  of  a  Chester- 
field, and  smilingly  said,  "There  is  a  wide 
difference,  Mr.  Slomax,  and  a  marked  dis- 
tinction, between  building  a  boat  and  pull- 
ing a  boat.     The  latter  part  of  the  business 
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I  should  leave  with  the  most  unlimited  con- 
iidence  in  your  masterly  hands ;  but  the 
building  part,  I  consider,  must  be  left,  as  it 
hitherto  has  been,  entirely  in  mine." 

'  I  used  all  my  powers  of  persuasion,  joy 
of  my  heart,'  continued  he,  'to  obtain  his 
consent  to  submit  the  diagram  of  the  ship 
of  my  own  original  and  peculiar  design  ; 
but  the  eminent's  answer  amounted  in  the 
end  to  that  given  in  the  beginning: — "pull- 
ing a  boat  was  one  thing,  building  another." 
This  hcing  practically  the  mortifying  ter- 
mination of  my  interview  with  the  eminent 
l)oat  builder,  I  walked,  with  as  much  haste 
as  the  exhausted  condition  of  my  legs  would 
permit,  to  the  well  known  flxctory  of  a  civil 
engineer,  who  received  me,  not  exacth' 
with  open  arms,  but  in  a  friendly  spirit, 
listened  with  assumed,  if  not  real,  patience 
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to  all  I  liacl  to  sav  reofardinof  my  cliemical 


my 


theory  for  cleansing  steam  boilers.  His 
opinion,  however,  did  not  coincide  with 
mine,  either  in  a  general  or  particular  sense, 
and  his  mental  conclusion  seemed  to  be 
that  a  sufficient  supply  of  soft  soap  and 
hot  water  with  a  mop  might  answer  the 
purpose  equally  well,  if  not  better.' 

'  And  was  this  the  end  of  your  visit  to  the 
civil  engineer,  Teddy?'  inquired  Griselda, 
in  a  desponding  tone. 

'  I  much  regret  to  be  compelled  to  add 
that  not  being  invited  to  repeat  it,'  re- 
joined he,  '  it  must  be  accepted  as  his 
final  decision  not  to  give  my  chemical 
theory  a  practical  test,  and  I  returned 
here,  tired  almost  to  a  standstill,  with  the 
dispiriting  knowledge  that  I  had  been 
equally  unsuccessful  "with  the  artist,  with 
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tlie  sloppy  brush,  the  eminent  boat  builder^ 
and  the  civil  engineer.' 

'  I  could  almost  entreat,'  returned  hi^ 
wife,  trying  to  check  her  rising  tears, 
'that  you  would  give  up,  and  entirely 
abandon,  these  harrassing  dail}^  journeys 
which  merely  exhaust  you  in  mind  and 
body,  and  cause  your  return  home  to  me 
a  poor,  worn-out  Teddy.' 

'I  do  not  remember,  joy  of  my  heart,' 
added  he,  '  that  I  have  ever  refused  one  of 
your  many  aifectionate  requests,  made,  as 
a  rule,  for  my  direct  and  indirect  special 
benefit,  and  this,  perhaps,  will  fairly  and 
justly  account  for  their  meeting  with 
unconditional  and  ready  assent  on  my  part, 
but  the  spell  must  be  broken  now,  joy  of 
my  heart.  Until  I  can  find  something  to 
do  by  which  we  can  live,  no  matter  what, 
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i  sliall  continue  trying  to  make  the  dis- 
covery while  I  possess  a  pair  of  legs.  In 
the  battle  of  life  I  must  take  my  licking 
Avith  as  much  resignation  as  I  can  summon 
to  my  aid,  when  getting  the  worst  of  it  ; 
but  I  shall  never  be  ready,  joy  of  my 
heart,  to  throw  up  the  sponge.' 

Mrs.  Chell  now  entered  upon  the  scene 
from  the  reverse  side  of  the  green  baize 
door. 

^Hearing  your  voice,  Mr.  Slomax,'  ob- 
served she,  A\ith  a  face  beaming  with  the 
Jenniest  of  smiles,  '  and  knowing  it  to  be 
your  voice,  sir,  summed  up,  as  Chell 
would  say,  that  you  had  come  back  to  the 
buzzum  of  your  wife  and  little  son,  sir,  to 
make  them  as  happy  and  merry  as  crickets. 
Without,  therefore,  waiting  for  orders,  I 
began  to  cook  a  dish   of  egg  and  bread- 
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crumbed  mutton  cutlets,  which  are  now 
ready  with  some  fine  mealy  potatoes, 
boiled  to  a  bubble,  and  if  you  will  do  me 
the  kindness  to  go  into  the  next  room,  and 
take  your  cushioned  seat  in  a  chair,  ready 
for  your  seat,  at  the  table,  and  demolish 
the  whole  supply  at  your  convenient  lei- 
sure, I  will,  in  the  meantime,  undress  and 
wash  the  infant  angel,  and  attend  to  the 
going  to  bed  immediately  of  both 
mother  and  son,  for  I  see  one,  at 
least,  ought  to  be  there  now,  if  not 
before.' 
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CHAPTER  XL 

Mrs.  Chell  was  occupied  in  seriously 
looking  into  the  present  state  of  her 
pecuniary  affairs,  and  it  seemed  from  the 
grave  expression  upon  her  features,  which 
momentarily  increased,  that  the  result, 
gradually  and  steadily  developing  itself, 
proved  much  less  satisfactory  to  her  mind 
as  she  proceeded. 

Through  the  praiseworthy  thrift  and 
extreme  caution  of  the  deceased  judge's 
clerk,  he  had  left  his  ^ddow  a  nice  little 
nest  egg  in  the  three  per  cent,  consols,  and, 
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with  equally  commendable  care,   she  had 
not     reduced    the     principal    one    single 
shilling  since    she    became    its    undivided 
possessor,     until      the     weekly     bills     of 
Edward  Slomax    were   not  presented   for 
payment,  from  the  knowledge  that  they 
must    necessarily    be    returned,    in     con- 
sequence of  the  insufficiency  of  funds  to 
meet    them.     A¥ith    a    bi-ave    determina- 
tion, however,   to   come   to  the   rescue  of 
her  lodgers'  impecunious   condition,  how- 
ever  indiscreet    and    hazardous    it    might 
have    been    held    in    a    commei'cial    point 
of  view,    Mrs.    Chell    began    to    sell    out ; 
and  she  continued  selling  out,  from  time 
to    time,   until   she   began   to   entertain   a 
reasonable  ground  for  fear  that  but  little 
remained    to  her  credit   in   the  books    of 
the  Bank  of  England. 
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Without  being  an  expert  accountant, 
or  calling  in  the  assistance  of  one,  Mrs. 
Chell  soon  discovered,  through  the  aid 
of  common  arithmetic,  that  her  con- 
jecture was  strictly  supported  by  the 
plain  and  patent  fact.  By  the  rules 
of  simple  addition  and  substraction,  she 
found  that,  having  repeatedly  sold  out 
Avithout  buyino'  in,  the  nest-eo'o^,  in  a 
figurative  sense,  had  little  more  left  than 
its  outside  shell.  The  truth  mio'ht  l)e 
unpalatable,  and  even  bitter,  as  a  whole- 
some tonic  generally  is ;  but  Mrs.  Chell 
was  not  going  to  close  her  eyes,  and 
then  declare,  with  no  unconnnon  ef- 
frontery, that  it  was  impossible  for  her 
to  see.  She  saw  plainly  enough,  and 
indeed  too  plainly,  that  her  capital  had 
decreased   to  such    an   extent,   that  what 
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remained  could  scarcely  be  deemed  suf- 
iicient  for  tlie  household  expenditure 
of  Middle  Temple  Lane  for  the  succeed- 
ing lunar  month.  It  was  a  painful  dis- 
covery, through  a  strict  and  honest  in- 
vestigation of  her  pecuniary  affairs ;  and 
Mrs.  Chell  looked  at  the  balance  sheet 
with  great  calmness  of  spirit,  but  with 
unshed  tears  swimming  in  her  eyes,  and 
ready  to  fall 

*  Like  the  gentle  drops  of  rain  from  heaven.' 

'  It  puzzles  me  greatly,*  she  remarked, 
in  strict  confidence,  to  herself,  '  what  to 
do,  or  what  can  be  done,  when  I  have 
sold  the  last  five-pun  note  out  of  the 
Three  per  Cent.  Consols.  So  long  as 
I  had  the  Three  per  Cent.  Consols  to 
fly    to,   when    a   little    ready    money  was 
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wanted,  there  seemed  to  be  no  cause  for 
fear  of  the  ready  money  not  being  as 
ready  as  anybody  could  possibly  vdsh. 
As  a  never-failing  resource,  I  could  de- 
pend upon  the  Three  per  Cent.  Consols ; 
but  the  proceeds  of  the  next  selling  out 
will  be  the  last,  the  very  last,  of  my 
dear  C  hell's  provision  for  his  lonely 
widow,  but  which  has  been  applied,  as 
occasion  demanded,  for  the  provisions  of 
my  two  dear  lodgers,  of  the  masculine 
and  feminine  gender,  both  equally  dear 
to  me  in  equal  shares.' 

Mrs.  Chell's  unshed  tears  now  over- 
flowed their  boundaries,  and,  rolling  down 
her  cheeks  in  tributary  streams,  met  in 
one  common  channel  at  the  first  crease 
or  indenture  of  her  double  chin. 

'  Not  that  I  grieve  about  spending  the 
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Three  per  Cent.  Consols  upon  my  dear 
lodgers,'  resumed  she,  in  a  voice  both 
husky  and  choked.  'Far  from  it.  I  am 
sorry  only  that  there's  little  more  to 
spend,  and  am  at  my  wit's  end  to 
know  what  to  do  when  it's  gone.' 

Mrs.  Chell  paused  in  her  soliloquy  to  dry 
u[)  her  tears,  finally,  and  regain  her  moral 
courage,  and  temporarily  lost  self-posses- 
sion. 

'  It's  not  a  bit  of  use  crying,'  continued 
she,  '  or  if  it  Avas  I'd  cry  night  and  day  for 
a  month  ;  but,  as  it  isn't,  I  won't  cry  any 
more  to  please  anybody.' 

It  did  not  transpire  whose  pleasure, 
inferentially,  was  supposed  capable  of 
meetino;  with  an  addition  throuf^h  Mrs. 
Chell's  tears  ;  but  she  repeated, 

'■  I   won't  cry  any  more  to  please  any- 
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body,'  and  she  kept  her  word  with  the 
utmost  strictness. 

'  I  have  nothing  to  complain  of,'  resum- 
ed she,  taking  up  the  thread  of  her  dis- 
course to  herself  '  What  I  did,  and  have 
done,  has  been  done  ^\dth  my  eyes  wide 
open.  I  knew  their  circumstances,  poor 
dears,  which  meant  upon  the  premature 
death  of  their  most  lovable  of  aunts  they 
had  not  a  penny  of  income  in  the  world. 
The  family  property  was  all  locked  up,  and, 
as  my  Chell  used  to  say,  when  a  family 
property  is  locked  up  it  is  impossible  to 
foretell  when  it  ^^dll  be  unlocked.  It  must 
be  long,  he  used  to  say,  and  it  may  be  for 
ever.' 

Referring  once  more  to  the  balance  sheet 
she  examined  mth  methodical  care  each 
figure  of  the  credit  and  debit  side  of  the 
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account ;  but  no  improvement  was  discern- 
ed in  the  result.  The  Three  per  Cent. 
Consols  were  substantially  of  the  past,  in 
so  far  as  Jenny  Chell  was  concerned,  and 
not  of  the  present.  Her  provision  as  a 
widow  had  gone  in  the  supply  of  provisions 
for  others. 

'  I  have  in  my  cupboard  a  silver  tea-pot 
of  great  beauty,  a  milk  jug  to  match,  with 
six  teaspoons  of  the  same  choice  pattern, 
which  formerly  belonged  to  my  Chell's 
grandmother,'  observed  she,  thoughtfully. 
'  These,  of  course,  will  bring  in  a  little 
ready  money  if  sold ;  but  then  how  long 
will  it  last  with  the  dear  young  mother  of 
the  infant  angel  in  her  present  state  of 
health?  She  can  eat  nothing  but  little 
delicacies,  and  little  delicacies  soon  swallow 
up  all  your  ready  money.     Well,'  exclaim- 
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ed  she,  '  the  old  plate  shall  go  the  way  of 
the  Three  per  Cent.  Consols.  I'll  not  let  her 
Avant  for  soups,  chicken  broth,  oysters,  and 
jellies  while  I've  the  means  of  getting 
them.  She  shall  not  go  without  a  little 
delicacy  while  I've  a  spoon  left.'  and  thus 
speaking  Jenny  Chell  relegated  the  balance 
sheet  to  the  table  drawer  from  whence  it 
had  been  taken,  and,  with  a  cheerfulness 
of  demeanour  rather  more  artificial  than 
real,  proceeded  to  the  adjoining  apartment 
to  learn  whether  her  presence  there  might 
not  be  utilised. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

With  writing  materials  placed  within  easy 
reach,  and  a  pyramid  of  ruled  paper  close 
at  hand,  Edward  Slomax  sat  before  a  small 
table  copying  with  great  energy  word  after 
word,  and  line  after  line,  from  a  large  skin 
of  ])archment  to  which  he  continually 
referred. 

His  wife,  propped  up  with  soft  pilloAvs 
and  looking  what  she  felt  to  be  an  invalid 
hopeless  of  returning  health,  reclined  in  a 
languid  position  by  his  side,  and  a  sickly 
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pale  face  little  child,  albeit  pretty  as  the 
picture  of  a  seraph,  was  sleeping  in  a 
cradle,  decorated  by  loving  hands  with 
lace  and  bright  riband  within  a  few  feet  of 
his  mother's  easy  chair. 

She  could  not  bear  the  thought  that 
'  little  Ted '  should  be  further  from  her 
either  night  or  day. 

'  How  fortunate  it  was  that  you  thought 
of  calling  upon  that  law-stationer,  Teddy 
dear,'  she  remarked,  as  he  stopped  writing 
to  dip  his  pen  in  the  ink.  '  It  was  really 
a  most  luckv  accident.' 

Edward  Slomax  slo^vly  droj^ped  his  pen, 
and,  placing  his  face  between  his  hands, 
rested  his  elbows  upon  the  table. 

'  In  the  ordinary  and  accepted  meaning 
of  the  word,  joy  of  my  heart,'  replied  he, 
'  I  do  not  admit  that  any  such   thing  as  an 
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accident  ever  occurred  since  tlie  needle 
first  pointed  to  the  Nortli.  Possessing,  as 
we  do,'  continued  he,  ^very  limited  powers 
of  seeing  into  the  future,  we  ascribe  to 
accident  or  chance  that  which  is  merely 
a  secreted  or  hidden  cause  the  effect  of 
which  must,  necessarily,  be  unexpected 
and  often  sudden.  The  cause  itself,  how- 
ever, existed,  whether  perceived  in  antici- 
pation of  the  result  or  not,  and  should  be 
classed  among  the  fixed  and  certain  influ- 
ences of  our  lives.  It  is  not  because  the 
mysterious  approach  cannot  be  foreseen 
that  we  are  to  attribute  the  cause  to 
hazard  or  chance.  Now  you,  joy  of  my 
heart,  term  my  calling  upon  this  law- 
stationer  a  lucky  accident.  I  maintain 
there  was  no  accident  whatever  in  it.' 
^He,  at  any  rate,'  rejoined  his  wife,  with 
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a  smile,  '  was  the  only  person  to  give  you 
some  work  out  of  the  dozens  to  Avhom  you 
applied,  Teddy.' 

'As  an  interesting  matter  of  history,' 
returned  he,  '  that  is  strictly  and  perfectly 
correct.  Stickins;  to  the  collar  in  mv  daily 
endeavour  to  o-et  somethins;  to  do  for  a 
living  Tvas,  at  last,  rewarded  by  a  magnifi- 
cent offer  on  the  part  of  a  noble  law- 
stationer  to  give  me  a  little  cop}dng  work 
for  which  I  am  to  be  paid  at  the  usual 
rate — neither  more  nor  less.' 

'You  could  not,  reasonably,  expect  more, 
Teddy  dear,'  remarked  his  wife. 

'  And  was  overjoyed  to  find,'  rejoined 
he,  'that  the  noble  law-stationer  did  not 
propose  to  give  me  less.' 

'  You  have  not  told  me  yet  what  your 
remuneration  is  to  be,'  observed  she,    '  and 
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I  am  equally  interested  in  knowing  as 
yourself.' 

'  I  am  to  be  paid/  replied  he,  '  by  what 
is  technically  called  the  folio,  consisting, 
as  it  does,  of  seventy-two  words,  for  three 
halfpence.' 

'  Three  halfpence  for  seventy-two  words, 
Teddy  dear!'  ejaculated  she,  with  pour- 
trayed      astonishment.  '  That       seems 

a  very  small  sum  for  a  great  deal  of 
work.' 

'  It's  the  usual  rate,'  added  he,  '  neither 
more  nor  less,  as  the  noble  law-stationer 
took  infinite  pains  to  inform  me,  witli 
the  expressed  intention  of  dealing  out 
even-handed  justice,  by  holding  the  scales 
level  without  stint  or  flivour.  I  have 
nothing  to  complain  of  in  the  payment 
I    am    to    receive   from   the   noble    law- 
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stationer,  as  be  will  give  me  tliat 
Avliicli  lie  gives  to  others ;  and  I  cannot 
see  why  or  wherefore  I  am  entitled  to 
more.' 

'  But  how  much,  Teddy  dear,  will  you 
be  able  to  earn  by  this  drudgery  ?'  in- 
quired his  wife,  beginning  to  feel  that 
the  newly-accjuired  employment  of  copy- 
ins:  leo'al  documents  was  little  better  than 
n  sham. 

^  That  must  entirely  depend  upon  the 
pace  I  drive  the  pen  at,  joy  of  my  heart,' 
responded  he.  '  If  I  made  strong  run- 
ning at  the  start,  and  stayed  long  enough 
at  top  speed  to  the  finish  of  twenty-four 
hours,  I  might  manage  to  write  legibly, 
in  a  fine,  bold  hand,  eleven  thousand  fixe 
hundred  and  twenty  words,  which,  at 
three   half[Dence    a    folio,    Avould   amount 


150         ON  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT. 

exactly  to  one  level  sovereign  of  the  cur- 
rent coin  of  the  realm.' 

^But  what  a  poor  return  for  such 
an  arduous  task !'  exclaimed  his  wife, 
almost  dismayed  at  what  she  heard. 

'  You  pay  me  the  compliment  of  think- 
ing, joy  of  my  heart,'  returned  he,  '  that 
my  plain,  iine,  and  bold  handwriting 
should  command  a  better  price;  but  we 
must  recollect,  A\dth  satisfaction,  that  it 
is  at  the  usual  rate,  as  the  noble  law- 
stationer  impressed  upon  me  several  times 
during  my  interview  with  him;  and,  I 
fear,  there  is  no  profitable  character  be- 
longing to  it,  that  would  lead  me  to 
think  that  he  might  be  induced  to  make 
the  smallest  advance.  With  the  usual 
rate,  joy  of  my  heart,  Ave  must  try  to 
be  content ;   and  I  will  work  the  hardest 


ON  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT.  151 

of  the  liarcl  to  get  as  much  as  possible, 
by  making  strong  running,  and  winning, 
if  necessary,  under  punishment.' 

^  Don't  talk  of  punishment,  Teddy 
dear,'  added  his  wife,  sorrowfully.  'You 
get  nothing  else,  day  by  day ;  and  all 
through  me.     I  wish  that  I  had ' 

'  If  you  express  the  wish  of  anything 
that  is  sinful,  joy  of  my  heart  and  soul,' 
interrupted  he,  '  I  will  call  in  a  parson. 
I  will  indeed.  What,  I  get  nothing  but 
monkey  allowance  day  by  day !  Just 
look  around,  circumspice,  as  somebody 
wrote,  in  the  classic  language  of  the 
ancients,  and  tell  me  if  my  diurnal 
whack  is  not  mingled  with  a  generous 
measure  of  the  condensed  essence  of  the 
pleasures  of  life.  Cast  a  mother's  glance 
at  our  little  Ted  there,  sweetly  sleeping 
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in  his  cradle,  and  endeavour  to  think 
Avhat  my  feelings  of  pardonable  pride 
must  be  at  being  the  father  of  such  a 
baby,  cele&tial  as  he  is  in  every  lineament 
of  his  features.  Reflect  for  a  moment  on 
Jenny  Chell,  and  all  the  angelic  attributes 
of  her  nature,  with  the  peace,  affection, 
love,  and  hope  centred  in  these  chambers, 
once  occupied  by  a  living  judge,  and  tell 
me  if  I  get  nothing  else  but  punishment 
day  by  day.  Joy  of  my  heart  and  soul — 
for  I  feel  that  I  have  come  into  possession 
of  one  again,  my  soul  feeling  my  own 
once  more  through  the  generosity  of  the 
noble  law-stationer — you  were  labouring 
under  a  great  mistake  when  you  ventured 
to  make  that  remark  ;  but  I  trust,  now 
that  the  fallacy  has  no  longer  any  exist- 
ence,  but  may  be   considered   as  having 
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been  wiped  clean  oif  the  slate  of  3'our 
memory,  leaving  not  a  smear,  or  even  a 
smudge,  behind  to  mark  the  spot  of  its 
false  record.  What  do  you  think  of  that, 
joy  of  my  heart  and  soul,  for  a  little  bit 
of  forensic  eloquence  ?' 

His  wife  smiled  at  the  question,  and  as 
^  little  Ted '  began  to  exhi1)it  symptoms 
of  restlessness,  she  stooped  forward  for  the 
e\ddent  purpose  of  lifting  him  from  his 
cradle,  and  taking  him  to  her  caressing 
arms. 

'  Stay,'  said  he,  checking  her  movement. 
^  Little  Ted  is  oTowins;  so  fast  into  the 
form  of  a  big  bouncing  boy,  that  he  is 
much  too  heavy  for  you  to  lift,  joy  of  my 
heart.  Let  me  try  his  weight,"  and,  suit- 
ing the.  action  to  the  word,  '  the  weight ' 
appeared  little  more  than  a  feather  as  he 
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raised  and  placed  him  across  his  own 
broad  chest,  to  which  the  child  nestled 
closely,  looking  lovingly  in  his  father's 
face. 

'  Do  you  think  that  he  gets  heavier  ?' 
asked  the  mother,  watching  with  delight 
the  gentle  and  tender  way  in  which  the 
strong  and  herculean  man  handled  his 
httle  child. 

'  I  can  answer  that  question  better  than 
anyone,'  was  the  reply,  as  Mrs.  Chell  made 
her  appearance,  and  extended  her  hands 
to  take  little  Ted  from  his  father,  '  for  I'm 
his  nurse,  and,  having  him  in  my  arms 
the  best  part  of  all  the  day  long,  I  ought 
to  know,  and  do  know,  that  he  grows 
heavier  and  heavier  every  hour.' 

'  I  wish  that  I  could  think  so,'  rejoined 
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the  mother ;   '  but  he  looks  to  me  thinner 
day  %  day.' 

'  He  is  not  quite  so  robust  a  baby  as 
might  be  found,  perhaps,  in  mountainous 
parts  of  the  United  Kingdom,'  returned 
Mrs.  Chell ;  '  but  he  was  l)orn  in  Middle 
Temple  Lane,  and  has  dwelt  in  Middle 
Temple  Lane  ever  since  the  hour  of  his 
birth.  Xow  there  is  a  wide  difference 
between  the  atmosphere,  and  perhaps 
milk,  in  mountainous  districts  and  that  in 
Middle  Temple  Lane.  Wq  must  make  due 
allowances  in  these  respects,  and  not  be 
too  hopeful  for  our  little  Ted  to  look 
ruddy  and  fat  all  at  once.  It  being  past 
his  regular  time,  however,  for  having  his 
pap,'  continued  she,  '  I  shall  feel  much 
obliged  by  your  leaving  off  running   the 
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great  risk  of  squeezing  him  as  flat  as  a 
pancake  or  muflin,  sir,  and  restoring  him 
to  my  arms  and  safer  custody.' 

'  Only  one  more   cuddle,  Jenny,'  expos- 
tulated he,  '  and  then  you  shall  have  him.' 
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CHAPTER  XIIT. 

The  English  spring  had  commenced  with 
its  usual  Siberian  severity  ;  but  the  early 
flowers  in  the  Temple  Gardens  looked 
bright  and  l)eautiful,  notwithstanding  the 
cokl,  north-east  ^^'ind  which  swept  in  gusts 
among  them.  The  sun  was  warm  and 
tempting  for  a  walk  among  the  crocuses,, 
snowdrops,  daifodils,  and  lilies-of-the-val- 
ley,  and  judicious  care  being  taken  that 
the  bitter,  north-east  wind  had  not  a 
favourable  opportunity  for  being  too  rough 
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for  pale,  baby-cliccks,  'in  dancing  before 
tlieni  like  a  Bacchanal,'  Mrs.  Chell  came 
to  tlie  conclusion  that  it  Avas  just  the 
morning  to  give  little  Ted  an  airing,  say- 
ing inaudibly  to  herself, 

'  It  may  freshen  up  the  little  infant 
angel,  and  paint  his  pale  cheeks  a  different 
colour.' 

Sighing  deeply  at  the  completion  of  the 
sentence,  she  raised  a  handkerchief  to  her 
eyes  and  held  it  there  a-thinking. 

'  I  have  done  my  best  for  him  and  for 
them,'  she  continued,  after  an  interval  for 
thought,  '  and  more  than  one's  best  a  lone 
woman  can't,  it  appears  to  me,  go  beyond. 
Not  much  more  than  my  teapot  and 
spoons  are  left,  and  when  they  are  gone, 
as  go  they  must,  all  I  can  say  is  may 
heaven  have  mercy  upon   us,   for  I  don't 
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know   where   it   is    to    come   from    else !' 

Jenny  Chell  again  applied  the  handker- 
chief to  the  corners  of  her  eyes,  and  effect- 
ually checked  the  copious  overflow  of 
tears. 

'  May  heaven  have  mercy  upon  us,'  she 
repeated,  in  a  voice  unsteady  and  choked 
from  emotion,  ^  when  the  teapot  and  spoons 
are  gone !' 

With  a  stoical  effort,  however,  she  man- 
aged to  regain  quite  a  moiety  of  her  usual 
self-possession,  and  commenced  carrying 
out  the  design  of  freshening  up  the  little 
infant  angel,  and  paint  his  poor,  baby 
cheeks  a  different  colour. 

'  For  if  any  change  takes  place  in  them,' 
resumed  Mrs.  Chell,  sadly,  '  it  must  be  for 
the  better,  as  they  cannot  look  worse  than 
thev  now  do.' 
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Her  bonnet  and  shawl  already  donned, 
she  quitted  her  private  apartment  for  the 
adjacent  room  wherein  Edward  Slomax 
sat  driving  his  pen  at  a  strong  pace  in 
copying  for  the  noble  law-stationer,  his 
invalid  wife  occupying  her  usual  place  by 
his  side,  propped  up  by  soft  pillows,  in  an 
easy  chair. 

'  I  opine,'  observed  Mrs.  Chell  upon 
entering,  and  being  quite  clear  of  the 
green  baize  door,  '  that  this  is  the  morning 
of  all  others  we  have  seen  of  late  for 
taking  our  little  Ted  into  the  air  and  sun- 
shine.' 

'You  claim  a  share,  then,  in  the  part- 
nership of  our  little  Ted,  Jenny?'  re- 
sponded he,  smiling,  as  he  let  his  pen 
fall  upon  the  table. 

'I  certainly  do,  sir,'  rejoined  she,  with 
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great  seriousness  of  manner,  amounting 
almost  to  gravity  ;  '  and,  with  as  mucli 
aiFectionate  respect  as  I  can  have  the 
strength  to  command,  I  mean  to  main- 
tain the  claim  to  my  share,  as  long  as 
I  possess  the  breath  of  life,  against  all 
comers.' 

'That  appears  to  me,  Jenny,'  returned 
he,  '  the  display  of  a  contentious  spirit ; 
and,  being  prepared  to  resist  all  comers 
in  supporting  your  claim,  you  might  meet 
with  a  tough  customer.' 

'  I  look  upon  him  as  my  own  child, 
sir/  added  she,  lifting  little  Ted  from 
his  recumbent  position  in  the  cradle, 
'without  knowing  exactly  what  the  feel- 
ings of  a  mother  are ;  for,  much  to  my 
Chell's  disappointment,  the  expectant  fail- 
ed— to  use  one   of  his  legal  phrases — to 
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<inter  an  appearance ;  and  I  remained, 
from  tlie  l^eginning  of  my  marriage  state 
to  its  sudden  close,  Avithout  l)eing  blessed 
with  oifspring.  This  precious  baby,  there- 
fore, Mr.  Slomax,  l)rought  forcibly  to  my 
mind — as  it  was  natural  that  it  should 
do — what  the  expectant  would  have  l)een, 
had  he,  or  she,  as  the  case  might  bo, 
€ome  to  hand  when  due ;  speaking,  of 
course,  from  a  commercial  point  of  view. 
My  dormant  feelings,  as  a  hopeful  mo- 
ther, sir,  doomed  to  the  inexpressible 
mortification  of  not  being  one,  from  first 
to  last,  were  awakened  the  moment  I 
saw  our  little  Ted  here  in  the  land  of 
the  living,  and  I  have  looked  upon  liim 
ever  since  in  the  light  of  my  own,  my 
very  own.' 

The  last  words  were  accompanied  with 
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a  mild  attempt  to  smotlicr  little  Ted  vdth 
more  than  a  profusion  of  kisses. 

^In  spots  well  sheltered  from  the 
mnd '  continued  Mrs.  Chell,  oiyino- 
little  Ted  an  opportunity  of  regaining 
his  breath  from  the  smothering  pro- 
cess, ^  and  where  the  sun  shines  the 
brightest,  I'm  going  to  carry  him  round 
and  about  the  Temple  Gardens ;  and 
it  ^^-ill  not  surprise  me  to  behold  a 
vast  improvement  in  the  colour  of  his 
cheeks  upon  his  return  home.' 

'  Mine,  perhaps,  would  l)e  benefited 
by  going  ^^ith  you,  Jenny,'  observed 
Griselda;  'for  I  am  wearied  at  being 
shut  up  here.  Like  a  caged  ^dld  bird, 
I  want  to  fly  away.' 

'  AVhat  !  and  leave  me,  Jenny,  and 
little  Teddv   behind?'   said  her  husband. 
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with  feigned  surprise.  '  This  would  prove 
the  greatest  cruelty  to  animals  ever  com- 
mitted, and  the  society  for  its  preven- 
tion ought  to  be  communicated  wdth.' 

^  No,  no,^  replied  his  wife,  rising  with 
difficulty  from  her  chair,  and  throwing 
her  arms  around  his  neck,  she  gave  a 
long,  fixed,  and  close  look  into  his  eyes, 
as  if  conveying  the  secret  thoughts  in 
her  own  brain  to  his.  'Xo,  no,'  she  re- 
peated, kissing  him  as  she  spoke,  '  such 
freedom  as  that  would  ensure  exquisite 
torture,  to  be  relieved  from  which,  I 
should  pray  for  a  speedy  death.  What- 
ever may  beMl  us,  Teddy,  we  must  not 
part  while  life  remains.  Such  ' — her 
voice  fell  to  a  whisper — 'is  my  love  for 
you.' 

There  was  no  apparent  cause  for   the 
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hasty  iTiovement  of  liis  liand  ;  but  Edward 
Slomax  bruslied  something  from  his  eyes, 
as  he  thought  unperceived  ;  but  Mrs.  Chell 
was  a  close  observer. 

^  A  gentle  walk  in  the  gardens  upon 
such  a  morning  as  this,'  she  said,  'would,  I 
have  no  doubt,  freshen  you  up  as  well  as 
the  infant  angel,  and,  although  you  could 
manage  to  get  down  the  stairs  well  enough, 
I  don't  see  how  exactly,  my  precious  dove, 
you  are  to  climb  up  again  without  more 
fatiofue  than  vou  can  bear.' 

^Feel  that,  Jenny,'  said  Edward  Slomax, 
bending  an  arm  at  an  acute  angle  from  the 
elbow.  '  Feel  that,  Jenny,'  repeated  he, 
^  and  then  you'll  know  how  joy  of  my 
heart  is  to  mount  the  long,  dark,  narrow, 
twisting,  twining,  corkscrewy  staircase 
without  fatigue.' 
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Mrs.  Chell,  however,  was  in  no  haste  to 
*feel  that,'  and  acted  the  part  of  looker-on 
in  preference. 

'  It's  only  my  biceps  muscle,  Jenny,' 
continued  he,  '  and  it  remains  as  hard  as 
oak.  Without  a  puff,  strong  enough 
to  blow  a  rushlight  out,  I  could  carry 
her  and  you  too,  Jenny,  one  under  each 
arm,  with  little  Ted  as  a  balancing 
weight,  from  the  first  step  of  the  staircase 
to  the  last.' 

'  That  you  may  l^e  nearly  as  strong  as 
Samson,  sir,  I  won't  pretend  to  dispute,' 
replied  Mrs.  Chell,  '  but  wdien  you  talk 
about  carrying  me  under  your  arm,  like 
an  umbrella,  it  seems  a  little  too  much  to 
credit  all  at  once.' 

*  There's  certainly  a  good  deal  of  lumber 
«nboutyou,  Jenny,'  rejoined  he,  ^  and  every 
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ounce  tells  in  weight  carrying  at  the 
tiniih.  But  leaving  you  to  negotiate  the 
stairs  in  your  own  way,  and  as  you  think 
best,  I  will  undertake  the  responsibility  of 
transferring  joy  of  my  heart  from  the 
bottom  to  the  top  as  a  careful  nurse  bears 
a  young  and  tender  child.  You  need  not 
fear  that  I  shall  make  a  blunder  in  the 
steep  ascent/ 

Mrs.  Chell  announced  that,  '  possessing 
unlimited  confidence  in  the  strength  of  his 
biceps/  she  would  at  once  proceed  to  wrap 
up  her  precious  dove  and  little  Ted,  so  as 
tu  secure  them  from  the  chilling  effects  of 
the  north-east  wind,  and  act  as  their 
•escort  for  a  Avalk  in  the  Temple  Gardens, 
among  the  bright  and  beautiful  spring 
iiowers. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

TiiK  imperative  orders  of  that  august  body 
the  Benchers  of  the  Middle  Temple  met 
with  occasional  neglect,  and  were  some- 
times, it  would  appear,  set  openly  at 
defiance  ;  for,  notwithstanding  their  strict 
injunctions  that  the  flowers  were  not  to 
he  picked,  little  Ted  carried,  in  his  tiny 
hand,  a  small  l)unch  of  lilies-of-the-valley 
presented  in  a  liberal  spirit  by  the  garden- 
er ;  but  then  the  gardener,  perhaps,  was 
a  privileged  person,  and  could  give  awny 
that  which  did  not  belong-  to  him. 


ox  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT.  1(^9 

Mrs.  Chell's  programme  having  heen 
supplemented  by  just  one  turn  round  the 
fountain,  which  recalled  to  Griselda's 
memory  a  few  of  the  happy  hours,  mingled 
with  some  of  sadness,  of  her  honeynioun, 
they  slowly  retraced  their  steps  home- 
wards, and  saw,  at  a  short  distance,  Ed- 
ward Slomax  approaching  them  with  com- 
bined force  and  speed  in  his  gait. 

'  Xow  you  shall  see,  Jenny,'  observed 
he,  '  the  pace  I'll  go  in  whisking  joy  of  my 
heart  up  the  stairs  ;  but  let  me  see  first 
how  little  Ted  looks  after  his  airing  in  this 
bracing  breeze  and  sunshine.' 

Bending  over  what  had  the  appearance 
of  a  bundle  of  shawls  and  wrap})ers  of 
various  kinds  and  descriptions,  but  each 
and  all  designed  to  keep  the  north-east 
wind  from   too  close   an  approach  to  the 
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infant  angel,  lie  saw  little  Ted  asleep  in 
Mrs.  Chell's  arms,  like  a  bird  in  its  nest, 
with  the  lilies-of- the- valley  clutched  in  his 
tiny  hand. 

'  He  looks  remarkably  comfortable  and 
contented,'  said  he,  '  with  the  forbidden 
Bencher's  flowers  in  his  unlawful  posses- 
sion. I'm  almost  surprised,  Jenny,  that 
you  Avere  a  consenting  party,  as  you  must 
have  l)een,  to  this  early  defiance  of  the 
laws  of  his  country.  You  should  have  re- 
collected,' continued  he,  '  that  he  is  the 
son  of  a  member  of  the  EngHsh  Bar,  or,  to 
speak  far  more  accurately,  the  son  of  a 
member  of  the  English  Bar  that  is  to  be, 
provided  that  he  successfully  passes  his 
exam.,  which  must  remain  a  stern  matter 
of  uncertainty  until  it  becomes  an  accom- 
plished fact  and  record  of  histor}\     I  beg 
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to  enter  iiiv  i)rotest  aa-ainst  this  illes^al 
and  morally  objectionahle  transaction;  but 
like  all  protests  that  I  ever  heard  of, 
whether  political,  social,  or  theological, 
not  the  smallest  benefit  will  arise  from  it. 
The  Bencher's  flowers  are  picked,  and  no 
one,  and  nothing  designed  by  man,  can 
unpick  them.  AVe  ought  to  think  of  this, 
Jenny,  before  heedlessly  picking  our 
flowers,  and  more  particularly  wheii  the 
flowers  belong  to  somebody  else.' 

Mrs.  Chell  thought  the  homily  not  only 
too  long,  but  equally  barren  of  interest, 
and  maintained  a  strict  reticence  upon  the 
subject,  which  was  not  an  encouragement 
for  continuino'  it. 

'  By  giving  me  your  attention  for  a  few 
seconds,'  observed  Edward  Slomax,  upon 
arriving  at  the  flrst  step  of  the  dark,  twist- 
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hig,  twining  corkscrew  of  a  staircase, 
'you  shall  sec  nie  Avliisk  joy  of  iny  licart 
to  the  top  at  the  ]-atc  of  forty  miles  an 
hour.' 

'  Pray,  sir,  go  a  little  bit  slower,'  inter- 
posed Mrs.  Chell,  '  or  you'll  sto])  her 
breath,  poor  dear,  wdiich  is  not  too  good 
Just  at  the  present  time.' 

Before,  however,  the  last  words  were 
spoken,  Griselda  found  herself  clasped  in 
his  arms  and  being  borne  swiftly  and  care- 
fully up  the  stairs  to  Avherc  Sam  stood 
like  a  sentinel  outside  the  oak  door,  impa- 
tiently a^vaiting  their  return,  witli  ears 
throw^n  back  and  Avaving  tail. 

In  the  ordinary  coarse  of  time,  l)ut 
at  a  greatly  reduced  speed,  ]\Irs.  Chell 
arrived,  puffing,  at  the  spot  still  occupied 
bv  Sam,  wdio  Iiavini;'  received  liis  master 
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and  mistress  with  all  tlie  polite  attention 
in  his  power  to  display,  considered  it  a 
duty,  combined  vdih  unalloyed  pleasure, 
to  await  the  advent  also  of  little  Ted 
and  his  nurse. 

'Xow,  Jenny,'  observed  Edward  Slo- 
max,  'ha^dng  made  a  safe  return  from 
the  perilous  journey  into  the  Temple 
Gardens  and  back,  I  wish  to  know,  be- 
fore re-commencimi;  mv  lisht  work  for 
the  noble  law-stationer,  whether  you  con- 
sider your  fond  hopes  are  reahsed  in 
little  Ted  being  freshened  up ;  the  prim- 
ary object  of  the  excursion  being  that 
he  should  be  freshened  up.' 

Lowering  him  slowly  in  her  arms,  she 
placed  him  gently  in  the  cradle,  smooth- 
ing his  pillow  with  one  hand  as  she 
did  so,  but  ^^ithout  saying  a  word.     For 
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little  Ted's  pale  cliecks  appeared  almost 
as  white  as  the  lilies  of  tlie  valley  which 
he  still  held  in  liis  l)al)y  hand,  and 
both  he  and  the  flowers  now  looked 
as  if  fading  away,  and  were  dying  to- 
gether. 

'  Yon  liave  not  given  nie  a  reply  to 
my  question,  Jenny,'  resumed  he,  some- 
what surprised  at  the  unexplained  cause 
of  her  silence,  and,  with  an  instinctive 
feeling  of  apprehension,  he  wcait  to  the 
cradle,  and  stooping  low  over  it,  gazed 
long  and  sorrowfully  at  the  little  pale 
and  wan  face  pressed  sideways  upon  the 
pilloAv. 

With  a  furtive  and  nervous  glance  at 
his  wife,  who,  wearied  with  exertion,  re- 
mained unconscious  of  anything  unusual 
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happening  to  her  child,  he  lifted  a  fore- 
tin  o^er  to  ^Irs.  Chell  as  a  sis^nal  for 
silence. 

The  short  and  quick  breatliing  of  little 
Ted  became  momentarily  more  rapid,  and 
the  two  sad  watchers  knew  that  the 
fleeting  minutes  of  his  life  were  num- 
bered. 

'  He's  going,'  whispered  ^Irs.  Chell,  with 
a  broken  sob  she  was  unable  to  sup- 
press. '  Our  darhng  is  being  called  away 
from  us,  and  another  angel  ^^^ill  soon  be 
with  his  brother  and  sister  angels  in 
heaven.' 

'Hush!'  rejvoined  Edward  Slomax,  in 
a  corresponding  tone.  '  Hush,  Jenny,' 
repeated  he ;  '  for  this  must  reach  his 
mothers  ears  as  if  told  in  a  dream.' 
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'  It  will  break  lier  heart/  returned 
slie,  wringing  her  hands  convulsively. 
'  I  know  that  it  will  break  her  heart, 
sir,  as  I  feel  that  it  has  already  broken 
mine.' 

'  We  must  try  not  to  think  of  our  own 
hearts,  just  now,  Jenny,'  added  he,  and, 
as  he  spoke,  he  lifted  his  baby  boy  tender- 
ly from  the  cradle,  with  the  lihes-of-the- 
valley  still  held  in  his  tiny  hand,  and 
carried  him  across  the  room  towards  his 
mother,  who  appeared  to  be  lightly  sleej)- 
ing  in  her  easy  chair. 

'  Griselda,  dear.' 

It  was  seldom  that  he  addressed  her 
thus,  and,  although  spoken  in  a  soft,  low 
voice,  there  was  something  in  the  tone 
which  startled  her  from  her  slumber,  and, 
with  eyes   fixed   intently  upon   her   hus- 
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l)and.  she  looked  as  if  terror  liad  awakened 
her. 

'  Yes/  she  replied,  as  she  drew  a  hand 
across  her  forehead,  as  if  to  collect  her 
wanderino;  thouo^hts.    '  What  do  you  want 

with  me  ?' 

'  To  sav  somethino'  about  httle  Ted,'  re- 

joined  he,  '  whom  I  have  brought  to  place 

in  your  arms.' 

The  mother  looked,  as  only  a  mother 
can  look,  at  her  dying  child,  and  clutched 
him  frantically  to  her  breast. 

The  lilies-of-the-valley  fell  from  his  tiny 
hand  as  she  did  so,  and  marked  the 
moment  of  little  Ted's  death. 


VOL.  III.  N 
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CHAPTER  XY. 

With  nothing  to  do  either  physically  or 
mentally,  and  requiring  no  assistance  from 
any  busybody  to  take  part  or  parcel  of  his 
work,  Bill  Baxter  occupied  a  seat  in  liis 
'snuggery,'  one  evening,  A\dth  his  legs 
stretched  out  before  a  small  wood  fire,  and 
his  hands  and  arms  buried  to  their  elbows 
in  the  pockets  of  his  old  leather  hunting- 
l)reeches,  which  had  evidently  seen  better 
days.  The  negligent  position  of  ease 
seemed  to  indicate  clearly  that  in  mind, 
body,  and  estate  his  condition  was,  to  say 
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the  least  of  it,  satisfcictory  and  pleasant  to 
contemplate  A\dthout  fear  of  a  cliange  for 
the  Avorse. 

Aniono'  old  (rrumblesome's  exceptional 
hours  of  contentment  with  the  world,  and 
those  who  were  in  it,  the  present  appeared 
to  stand  out  conspicuously  by  itself,  for 
he  smiled  at  his  own  silent  thoughts  as 
he  was  never  seen,  perhaps,  to  smile 
before. 

'  It's  a  great  and  a  grand  thing,  Cocky,' 
observed  he,  addressing  the  sharer  of  his 
cap  money  and  partnei-  of  his  troubles  '  all 
the  year  round,'  wlio  was  sitting  opposite, 
smoking  a  pipe  of  birds-eye  in  silence. 
^  It's  a  great  and  a  grand  thing.  Cocky.' 
repeated  he,  swaying  his  head  from  side  to 
side,  corresponding  with  the  motion  of  a 
pendulum,  '  for  a  man    to  be  able   to  say 
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from  his  heart  ''  Thank  God,"  and  mean 
what  he  says.  It's  easy  enongh  to  slip  it 
from  the  tip  of  your  tongue ;  hut  for  a 
chap  to  feel  thankful  in'ards  is  the  right 
thing,  depend  upon  it !' 

'No  doubt  about  that,'  rejoined  Cock 
Robin,  sending  forth  a  thin  cloud  of  smoke 
from  his  lips  to  curl  upwards  to  the  ceiHng 
just  above  his  head.  'AVords  not  meant 
are  nothing  but  babble,  and  may  as  well, 
and  perhaps  better,  had  not  been  sj)oken 
at  all.' 

'  Them's  my  sentunents,  Cocky,'  returned 
old  Grumblseome.  '  Quite  so.  But  what 
I  was  going  to  say  is  it's  a  leg  up  for  a 
chap  to  feel  thankful  in'ards  for  some  of 
the  blessings  of  this  life,  particularly  when 
they  have  fallen  a  little  short  of  what 
seemed  to  him  his  fair  allowance.     Now  I 
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<,*an  say,  and  do  say,  Cocky,  tliank  God 
from  my  iii'ards  of  in'ards  for  the  turn  we 
have  had  lately.' 

'  Things  are  certainly  better  with  us. 
Bill,'  added  his  social  companion,  '  than 
they  were,  and  I  may  say  much  better  ; 
but  still  there  is  room  for  improvement.' 

At  this  moment  a  iinolino-  of  coin  was 
heard  as  it  was  rattled  together  in  one  of 
the  pockets  of  old  Grumblesome's  antiquat- 
ed leather  hunting-  breeches,  which  was 
soon  followed  by  a  corresponding  sound  of 
a  jingling  of  coin  in  the  other  opposite. 

'There's  music  iji  that  sound.  Bill,' 
observed  Cock  Robin,  '  to  which  we  haven't 
been  accustomed  lately.' 

'  It  was  quite  a  rare  and  rich  treat  to  see 
the  squire  yesterday  morning,'  rejoined 
-f)ld    Grumblesome,    with    tlie    pendulum 
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movement.  '  T  shall  never  forget  the 
preeious  sight  as  long  ns  I  live,  for  as  I 
lifted  the  latch  to  his  kno(;k,  and  saw  him 
standing  in  the  doorwa}',  there  was  Squire 
Oakacre  of  other  days  looking  almost  him- 
self again. 

'''Bill  Baxter,"  said  he,  ''your  weekly 
wages  have  not  l)een  paid  so  regularly  of 
late  as  they  ought  to  have  been ;  hut  I 
liope  that  you  liaA^e  not  been  incon- 
venienced." ' 

'  Spoken  like  a  gentleman,  as  he  is,  bred 
and  born  !'  ejaculated  Cock  Robin. 

'  Being  taken  aback,  as  it  were,'  resumed 
old  Grumblesome,  '  T  didn't  know  exactly 
what  to  say  at  first ;  but  managed  to 
stannner  out,  '  "  Don't  mention  it,  squire, 
money  is  of  no  object."  And  then, 
Cocky,  he  burst'  into  as  hearty  a  laugh  as- 
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over  he  gave,   in  my   hearing,  in  his  life 
before.' 

'  A  better  master,'  remarked  his  social 
companion,  '  or  greater  gentleman  never 
lived  I' 

'  "  As  money  is  of  no  object,  Bill  Baxter," 
said  he,  still  laughing,  ''  we  need  not 
trouble  ourselves  this  morning  by  go- 
ing particularly  into  the  account ;  but 
there  are  ten  pounds  to  enable  you 
to  go  on  with,  which  I  hope  will  pre- 
vent your  being  inconvenienced  for  the 
present.*'  ' 

'  Spoken  like  a  gentleman  as  he  is,  was, 
and  ever  will  be  !*  remarked  his  social 
companion. 

'  I  could  scarcely  believe  my  eyes  or 
my  fingers,'  continued  old  Grumblesomc  ; 
'  but  when    the   gold  was  fobbed   in    my 
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pocket  I,  of  course,  Cocky,  couldn't  doubt 
its  being  tliere.' 

^  And  that  was  a  nice  and  pleasant 
touch,  Bill,  wasn't  it?'  observed  his  social 
companion. 

^  Such  a    touch   my  fingers   hadn't  met 
with,'  replied  old  Grund^lesome,  again  rat- 
tling the  money  in  liis  pocket  by  way  of  a 
forcible   reminder   of  the  pleasure,   '  since 
the  cap   Tom  Brown  made  for  me   wlien 
Miss  Grizzle  was  M.F.H.  for  one  da}'  only. 
What  a  clipper  she  was   to   be  sure,  to  go 
across  country.      I   think   I   see  her   now 
flying    that    double  rail    and    ditch,    deep 
enough   to  huvy  both  lier  and   her  poii}-, 
nnd  riding  straight   to  hounds,  with  tlieij- 
heads  up  and  sterns  down,  having  it  all  to 
themselves,  and  the  field  sj)read-eagled  a 
mile  distant.' 
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'And  you,  Bill,'  rejoined  his  social 
companion,  'as  usual  in  your  pr()])er 
place.' 

'Which  was  last  of  all,  havini:-  a  hue 
view  of  the  run  in  the  open,  as  I  always 
did,'  returned  old  GrumLlesonie,  '  and 
beino'  ready  at  all  times  to  o'et  (lie  strau- 
glers  on  to  the  front.' 

'  But  harkino-  jjack  to  the  mone\'  ijart  of 
the  business,'  remarked  Cock  Roljin,  '  isn't 
it  somethin^i;  like  a  miracle,  Bill,  tliat  l)f)th 
of  us  should  h(^  tarred  with  the  same 
brush  just  about  the  same  time.' 

'  What  do  you  mean.  Cocky  ?'  inquired 
old  Grumblesome,  again  rattling  tlie  coin 
in  his  pockets  by  way  of  a  musical  accom- 
paniment. 

'  I  mean,'  responded  his  social  com- 
panion,   'that    as      I    went      tliis     moi'u- 
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ino",  soon  after  light,  to  give  the  best 
pony  that  ever  looked  through  a 
hridle    a     small    feed    of   corn     which    1 

had ' 

Don't  say  stolen,  Cocky,'  interrupted 
old  (Irumblesome.  '  It  sounds  so  much 
like  thieving.' 

'  I  was  going  to  say,'  resumed  Cock 
Robin,  slightly  irritated  at  the  interrup- 
tion, '  Avhen  you  stopped  tlie  word  from 
bolting  out  of  my  mouth,  annexed.' 

'  That's  better,'  rejoined  old  (irumble- 
some, '  that's  a  great  improvement  upon 
prio^mnic-  (io  on,  Cock  v.  What  about 
the  annexed  feed  of  corn  ?' 

'  When  the  squire  met  me  on  the  way 
to  the  straw  yard,'  continued  his  social 
companion,  '  where  Gazelle  has  had  a  nice 
comfoi-table    time    of    it   since    her    sum- 
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mer's     run    at    grass,    and    he    said,    said 
he, 

' ''  Cock  Robin,  how  are  you  ?'' 

'Said  I,  ''Pretty  well,  sqiure.  and  my 
most  respectful  thanks  for  asking  after  me, 
and  how  do  you  do?"' 

^ ''  /  do."  said  he.  with  the  old  smile 
upon  his  face  which  put  me  in  mind  when 
a  fox  was  away  and  the  body  of  the 
hounds  settled  to  him.  '•  /  do/'  said 
he,  ''as  I  have  done.  Cock  Robin,  and 
intend  doing.  Accept  my  best  thanks  for 
your  thoughtful  inquiry." 

AVith  this  1  touched  my  hat.  for  he  look- 
ed and  spoke  like  the  Squire  of  Oakacre 
Court,  not  exactly  with  pride,  but  as  I 
used  to  see  and  hear  him  when  mounted  and 
dressed  in  scarlet  by  the  cover  side,  with  a 
horn    in    its    sheath    at    his   saddle    ])ow.- 
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That's  tlie  way  the  squire  looked  and 
spoke,  Bill,  as  I  was  on  my  way  to  give 
Gazelle  her  feed  of  corn  up  in  the  morning 
early.' 

'  But  what  about  the  miracle.  Cocky,' 
inquired  old  Grumblesome,  '  and  our  both 
being  tarred  with  the  same  brush?' 

'  I'm  coming  to  that,'  replied  his  social 
companion.  '  Give  a  felloAv  time.  Bill, 
and  don't  bustle  him.  I  had  just  finished 
touching  my  hat,'  continued  Cock  Robin, 
Svhen  the  squire  said,  said  he,  "Your 
board  wages,  I  fear,  have  not  Ijcen  paid  as 
regularly  as  board  Avages  ought  to  be." 
T  again  lifted  my  forefinger  to  the  brim  of 
my  hat,  but  Avithout  speaking  a  Avoi'd,  for 
I  thouixht  it  ]nanners  not  to  contradict 
him,  and  if  I  liad  it  Avould  only  be  telling 
a  lie.     "Your  service  began  Avith  me,''  said 
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the  squire,  said  he,  ''  immediately  after  the 
death  of  your  a'ood  and  kind  mistress,  and 
it  Avas  agreed,  between  us,  that  you  were 
to  have  twelve  shillings  a-week  to  look 
after  Gazelle  while  she  remained  under 
my  care." 

'  I  once  more  touched  my  hat  in  silence, 
Bill,  for  it  was  only  a  simple  truth  what 
he  said,  and  called  forth  no  remark  on  my 
part." 

'There's  nothing  like  silence,  Cocky,' 
observed  old  Grumblesome,  '  when  you 
have  nothing  to  say.' 

'  ''You  have  done  your  duty  to  the  pony," 
said  the  squire,  said  he  ;  ''  but  whether  I 
have  done  mine  by  you,  Cock  Robin,  is 
quite  another  question.  Shall  Ave  leave  it 
Avhere  it  is?" 

'"If you  please,  squire,"  said  I.     ''Let  it 
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stand  wlierc  it  docs  as  it  can't  stand  better. 
In  tlic  event  of  your  being  satisiied  with 
my  services,  Fni  more  tluin  satisfied  ^vith 
my  wages." 

'  "  But  you  haven't  had  any,"  said  the 
squire,  said  he,  "  and  how  you  have 
managed  to  get  on  without  them  is  a 
puzzle  to  me.  What  credit  you  must  have 
had  with  the  baker  !" 

'  I  then  made  bokl  to  tell  him,  Bill,  hoAV 
I  had  got  on  through  l)ecoming  a  partner 
in  your  cap  money,  share  and  share  alike, 
and  this  seemed  to  tickle  the  squire 
amazingly.  "  You  had  the  ])est  of  the 
bargain  there  with  Bill  Baxter,"  said  the 
squire,  said  he  ;  ''  but  his  heart's  in  the 
riglit  place,  and  he'd  share  the  last  shilling 
with  an  old  friend."  ' 
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At  these  complimentary  Avorcls  old 
Grumblesome  bluslied  like  a  maiden  of 
bashful  fifteen,  and,  doubling  up  his  legs, 
shuffled  uneasily  in  his  chair. 

'  '^  It's  time,  however,*'  said  the  squire, 
said  he,  '  '*  for  you.  Cock  Robin,  to  have 
some  money  for  what  you  have  already 
done,  and  done  well ;  and  there  is  a 
little  on  account,"  and  Avith  that  he 
shelled  out  from  one  of  his  waistcoat 
pockets  a  crisp  ten-pun  Bank  of  England 
note,  and  handed  it  to  me.  I  now 
hand  it  over  to  you,  Bill  Baxter,  in 
part  payment  of  what  I  have  had.  in 
meal  or  in  malt,  as  the  case  mav 
be; 

'No,  no,'  rejoined  old  Grumblesome, 
thrusting    back    the    proffered     *  ten-])un 
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Bank  of  England  note.'  'We  will  go 
on  as  ^^'(;'ve  been  f^'oino;  on  for  about 
a  veai*  and  n  half,  and  trust  in  one 
another  for  the  time  to  come,  as  wo 
have  done  in  the  time  that's  past.  Keep 
the  eash,  Cocky,  until  it's  wanted^ 
})erliaps,  for  a  rainy  day.' 

'  There's  some  little  truth  in  the  report^ 
Bill,  you  may  depend  upon  it,'  remarked 
his  social  companion,  returning  the  'ten- 
pun  Bank  of  England  note  '  to  a  place 
of  security.     '  They  say ' 

'Who  are  they?'  interrupted  old  Grum- 
1  )1  esome,  sharply. 

'  It's  impossible  to  tell  ye  Avho  fhe// 
are,  Bill  ;  l^ut  when  a  report  or  story 
goes  the  rounds,'  replied  Cock  Robin, 
''thei/^  Avithout  being  particulary  named, 
or  their  addresses  given,  are  always  said 
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to  be  the  people  who  set   the   ball  a-rol- 
liiig,  and  keep  it  a-going.' 

'I  don't  like  theu^'  rejoined  old  Grnm- 
l^lesonie,    with    the    clockwork    motion    of 
his  head.     'There's   a    good   deal   of  mis- 
chief sometimes  in  what  they  say.' 

'  Tn  the  present  case  there's  none,'  re- 
turned Cock  Robin ;  '  for  all  they  say 
is.  that  the  squire  has  won  the  day  with 
the  lawyers,  and,  although  it  has  cost 
hir-i  a  mint  of  money,  his  head  will  be 
above  water  again  ;  and,  in  a  year  or 
two,  we  may  see  him  once  more  the 
master  of  his  own  hounds,  and  the  first 
gentleman  in  the  county,  as  he  used  to 
be  when  I  was  a  boy.' 

'  And  always  remained  so,'  added  old 
Grumblesome,  ^poor  as  he  became,  through 
being  robbed  by  that  gold  mine,  in  which 

VOL.  III.  o 
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there  was  not  a  grain  of  gold.  Money- 
can  make  a  great  many  men ;  but  not  a 
John  Oakacre,  of  Oakacre  Court.  There's 
good  old  blood  in  his  veins,  Cocky ;  and 
it  takes  time  to  make  old  blood.' 

'Things  have  turned  out,  and  are  turn- 
ing out,  for  the  better  with  us,  Bill, 
you  may  take  my  word  for  it,'  continued 
his  social  companion.  'Nothing  stands 
still  here  below;  and  if  people  would 
only  think  of  this  in  the  midst  of  their 
troubles,  they  wouldn't  be  as  miserable 
as  they  often  are.  Hope  on,  I  say,  hope 
always  for  the  best ;  being  prepared,  as 
well  as  we  can  be,  for  the  worst ;  and, 
if  the  worst  should  come,  don't  let  us 
think  that  the  worst  will  last  for  ever 
and  a  da}^,  for  it  won't.  Bill  Baxter,  take 
my  word  for  it.' 
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'  I  begin  to  tliink,  Cocky,'  rejoined  old 
Grumblesome,  'that  you  ought  to  have 
been  a  parson.  Many  a  worse  sermon 
has  taken  much  longer  to  preach.* 


o  'I 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

TiiE  eventful  day,  like  every  clay  in  the 
order  of  its  coming  and  going,  wlietlier 
eventful  or  otherwise,  at  length  arrived 
for  Edward  Slomax  to  be  called  to  the  Bar. 
He  had  qualified  himself  by  keeping  the 
allotted  number  of  terms,  and  had  eaten 
the  necessary  number  of  dinners  in  the 
hall  of  the  Middle  Temple.  The  candidate 
for  forensic  honours  had  passed  his 
*  exam.'  in  a  creditable  manner,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  for  every  question  had  been 
met  with  an  answer  devoid  of  the  slightest 
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hesitation,  as  if  Blackstoiie's  Commentaries 
and  Coke  upon  Littleton  were,  to  speak 
figuratively,  at  his  finger  ends,  and  Ed- 
ward Slomax  saw  with  pardonable  pride, 
his  name  announced,  among  other  students 
of  the  Inns  of  Court,  as  having  been 
'  called  to  tlie  Bar.' 

He  was  now  entitled  to  wear  a  stuff 
gown  and  horsehair  ^dg,  for  both  of  which 
he  gave  an  early  order  on  credit,  in  the 
hope  that  neither  the  robeinaker  nor  the 
l)arber  would  have  to  wait  much  longer 
for  payment  in  full  than  was  tolerably 
agreeable  to  their  personal  feelings.  This, 
however,  he  was  feign  to  confess  to  him- 
self, must  entirely  depend  upon  circiun- 
stances  connected  with  the  future  over 
whicli  lie  did  not  [)retend  to  possess  the 
-smallest  control  or  influence. 
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Several  days  had  come  and  gone,  and 
been  sunk  upon  tlie  quicksands  of  eternity 
since  the  successful  student  of  the  Middkr 
Temple  had  been  '  called  to  the  Bar,'  but 
nothing  in  the  shape  of  the  smallest 
tittle  of  evidence  presented  itself  that  in 
being  '  called  to  the  Bar  '  he  was  required 
to  make  the  most  insignificant  response  to 
the  call.  Not  a  single  brief  with  a 
nominal  fee  marked  upon  it,  not  even  a 
half  guinea  motion,  was  presented  in  the 
form  of  a  slight  substantial  return  for  a 
great  deal  of  reading,  a  great  deal  of 
thinking,  and  a  great  deal  of  general 
hard  work.  So  far,  indeed,  as  the  newh'- 
created  member  of  the  Bar  could  see 
he  mio^ht  as  well  have  remained  com- 
pletely  reticent  to  the  call,  and  not 
made    himself    responsible    for    the   out- 
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lay    for    the    stuff    gown    and    liorsehair 

CD 

'  It  won't  do,'  said  he,  addressing  him- 
self, '  to  let  things  go  on,  or,  more  cor- 
rectly speaking,  stand  still  in  this  way. 
If  briefs  and  half  guinea  motions  won't 
come  to  me,  I  must  try  the  alternative  of 
2'oino:  where  the  briefs  and  half  o-uinea 
motions  are  to  be  found,  contrary,  I  know, 
to  the  acknowledged  dignity  of  the  pro- 
fession. I  must,  however,'  continued  he, 
'  be  not  too  particular  concerning  the 
means  to  the  end,  in  the  hope,  faint  as  it 
may  be,  that  the  end  eventually  will 
justify  them.  I  will  seek  an  early  inter- 
view with  our  famil}'  man  of  business, 
and  let  him  plainly  understand  that  a 
favourable  opportunity  now  exists  for  his 
rendering   a   little    professional    aid   to  a 
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very  young  l)arrister.  He  may,  perhaps, 
be  inclined,  if  his  digestion  is  in  good 
order,  to  extend  a  helping  hand,  and  give 
me  my  first  brief  with  a  whacking  fee 
marked  upon  it.  I'll  go,  at  any  rate,  to 
our  ftimily  man  of  business  and  take  the 
measure  of  his  inclination  for  1)ringing  a 
young  member  of  the  Bar  forward,  and 
assist  him  to  occupy  a  front  scat  instead 
of  a  back  one,  perhaps,  for  the  remaindci- 
of  his  natural  life.  For  unless  a  felloAv 
has  the  opportunity  of  dropping  himself 
into  a  front  seat,  how  the  devil  is  he  to 
take  one?  T  shall  do  my  best  to  im])ress 
this  indisputable  fact  upon  the  mind  of 
our  family  man  of  business,  aiul,  unless  his 
brain  is  02')aque  to  density,  he  cannot  fail 
to  see  the  force  of  the  argument  witliout 
the  necessity  of  continuing  it.' 
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Acting  upon  this  somewhat  impulsive 
decision,  Edward  Slomax  thrcAv  doAvn  the 
pen  with  which  he  still  daily  and  hourly 
employed  himself  in  copying  folios  for  the 
'  noble  law-stationer,"  and  telling  his  wife, 
who  still  more  than  ever  could  not  l^ear 
the  thous^ht  of  his  beino-  out  of  her  si^-ht 

O  C  P 

for  a  single  moment,  that  a  case  of  ur- 
gency demanded  his  temporary  absence, 
hastened  from  ^liddle  Temple  Lane  to- 
wards Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  where  the 
offices  of  the  flimily  man  of  business  were 
situated. 

To  the  common-place  question  as  to 
whether  he  was  to  be  seen,  the  answer 
given  was  in  the  affirmative,  and  as  soon 
as  a  door,  upon  which  the  word  '  pi'ivate ' 
looked  conspicuous  in  black  letters,  could 
be    opened    and    closed,    Edward    Slomax 


202       ON  THE  sruii  of  the  moment. 

found  himself  in  the  presence  of  the  family 
man  of  business. 

'This  is  really  a  singular  coincidence/ 
said  he,  coming  forward  to  receive  his 
client  with  a  friendly  shake  of  the  hand ; 
'■  but  I  was  in  the  act  of  writing  a  letter 
to  you,  Mr.  Slomax,  when  your  name  Avas 
announced.' 

The  hope  of  a  thick  brief  and  a  fat  fee 
began  to  flit  before  the  mental  vision  of 
the  very  young  barrister. 

'  Remembering  tliat  I  am  now  called  to 
the  Bar,'  said  he  to  himself,  '  this  estim- 
able attorney  is  about  filling  in  the  blank 
which  hitherto  has  presented  too  conclu- 
sive evidence  of  my  not  being  Avanted.' 

'  I  was  about  to  inform  you,  Mr.  Slomax,' 
continued  the  family  man  of  business, 
*  that  we  are  nearly  in  a  position  to  apply 
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again  to  the  Court  of  Chancery  for  fur- 
ther instructions  in  re  Peepem's  estate. 
The  proceedings  in  this  complicated  mat- 
ter are  necessarily  slow,  but  it  is  with 
much  satisfaction  that  I  can  state  without 
fear  of  contradiction  that  they  do  not 
stand  still.  They  are,  in  short,  pro- 
gressive.' 

'  If  my  memory  does  not  deceive  me,' 
rejoined  his  client,  '  such  was  the  exact 
state  of  Peepem's  estate  when  we  last 
had  a  discussion  upon  the  subject,  long 
before  I  was  called  to  the  Bar.' 

The  very  young  barrister  considered  the 
finish  of  the  sentence  as  most  expedient 
under  all  the  surrounding  circumstances 
of  the  case,  and  with  the  particular  object 
he  had  in  view  of  papng  a  visit  to  the 
offices  of  the  family  man  of  business. 
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'  I  liavc  not  tlie  slightest  liesitation  in 
admitting,  Mr.  Sloniax,'  returned  he,  '  that 
your  memory  does  not  deeeive  you.  Be 
Pcepem's  estate  Avas  then,  as  it  is  now,  sub 
judicL\  and  in  going  to  the  Court  of 
Chancery  for  further  instructions,  as  Ave 
are  about  doing  at  tlie  present  time,  there 
does  not  appear  to  be  a  pi'ominent  distinc- 
tion, with  a  material  difference,  in  the 
respective  applications  to  the  Court  of 
Chancery  for  instructions,  and  further  in- 
structions. At  the  same  time  you  may 
accept  my  assurance,  Mr.  Slomax,  that  re 
Peepem's  estate  does  not  stand  still.  We 
are  moving,  sir,  and  I  entertain  no  doubt 
but  that  a  final  decision  will  be  arrived  at 
.some  future  day.  In  the  meantime  we  can 
•only  watch,  and  be  guided  l)y,  the  cun-eut 
events  which  transpire  and   present  them- 
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selves  for  our  consideration,  so  as  to 
enable  us  to  apply  to  the  Court  for  further 
instructions,  as  occasion  may  require.' 

'  In  short,'  added  Edward  Slomax,  with 
a  smile,  '  Peepem's  estate  drags  its 
weary  length  along,  and  consistently  re- 
mains, as  you  so  graphically  described  it 
at  the  commencement  of  the  proceedings^ 
the  shadow  of  a  phantom  substance.' 

*  Fearing,  ^Ir.  Slomax,  from  what 
passed  betvreen  us,'  rejoined  the  fomily 
man  of  business,  '  that  you  might  depend, 
to  a  great  extent,  upon  your  undefined^ 
unproved,  and  unacknowledged  interest 
and  share  in  re  Peepem's  estate,  I  applied 
those  emphatic  terms  in  order  that  }'ou 
might  not  deceive  yourself,  or  be  deceived^ 
by  what  I  will  call  a  legal  will-o'-the-A\'isp. 
Recollecting  what  the  result   has  been  up 
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to  the  present  moment,'  continued  he,  '  I 
think  that  I  shall  not  be  exposed  to  much 
severe  censure  on  your  part,  Mr.  Slomax, 
for  the  strong  language  used  upon  the  oc- 
casion referred  to,  and,  subsequently,  when 
you  often  called  to  inquire  if  there  was 
anything  fresh  in  re  Peepem's  estate.  I 
believe,  sir,  that  you  were  invariably  told 
that  not  only  was  there  nothing  fresh,  but 
everything  remained  as  stale  as  possible, 
and  was  likely  to  remain  in  statu  quo^  as 
far  as  could  be  seen,  for  an  indefinite 
period.  "  It  must  be  for  long  and  it  might 
be  for  ever,"  such,  I  think,  ^Ir.  Slomax, 
was  the  plain,  unvarnished  language  used 
by  your  legal  adviser  when  you  came  to 
consult  him  in  re  Peepem's  estate.' 

^  My  hopes  for  a  speedy  termination  of 
the    friendly  suit,    as    it   was   facetiously 
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called,'  returned  tlie  very  young  barrister, 
^  were,  certainly,  never  elated  by  anything 
said  or  written  by  yon,  sir.' 

'  You  do  me  simple  justice,  Mr.  Slomax, 
but  nothing  more  or  less,'  rejoined  the 
family  man  of  business,  'by  making  this 
unqualified  admission.  I  never  yet 
deceived  a  client,  naturally  panting  for  a 
favourable  settlement  of  his  suit,  and  I 
never  ^Yil\.  It  is  my  invariable  custom  to 
say  to  him,  expect  nothing  at  any  time, 
and  you  cannot  possibly  be  disappointed.' 

'A  safe  and  careful  intimation  to  the 
sano'uine  !'  returned  the  verv  vouno; 
barrister.  '  But  my  object  in  calling  upon 
you  this  morning,  sir,'  continued  he,  '  was 
not  in  re  Peepem's  estate ;  but  relates  to  a 
totally  diiferent  matter.' 

The    family   man    of    business    boAved 
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politely,  and  loolved  prepared  to  listen 
patiently  to  the  communication  whatever 
it  might  l3e. 

'  I  mentioned  incidentally/  resumed 
Edward  Slomax,  '  that  what  you  have  just 
said  in  re  Peepem's  estate  was  a  repetition, 
in  substance,  of  a  similar  statement  made 
to  me  long  before  being  called  to  the  Bar/ 

The  family  man  of  business  again  bowed, 
and  maintained  an  unbroken  and  attentive 
silence. 

'  The  })ast  and  present  circumstances  by 
which  T  have  been  and  am  surrounded,' 
resumed  he,  'you  are  generally,  if  not 
particularly,  acquainted  with  ;  but  if  you 
knew  more  of  their  details,  perhaps,  you 
mitrht  feel  additional  inclination  to  render 

o 

me  the  friendly  assistance  I  now  seek  at 
your  hands/ 
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The  family  man  of  business  gave  a  cold, 
icy  stare  at  tlie  floor,  as  if  preparing  to 
refuse  an  objectionable  request. 

This  was  not  lost  upon  Edward  Slomax. 

'  It  is  not  to  borrow  money,'  said  he. 
'  I  want  work  which,  I  believe,  I  am 
capable  of  doing,  and  know  that  I  am 
willing  to  do.' 

The  family  man  of  business  felt  a  certain 
amount  of  relief  at  this  announcement  and 
looked  at  the  very  young  barrister,  who 
had  just  spoken  such  brave  words,  as  if 
the  '  thick  brief  and  fat  fee'  might  be  more 
substantial  than  ideal. 

'  I  like  to  hear  a  man  speak  as  you  have 
done,'  rejoined  the  family  man  of  business, 
with  undisguised  admiration.  '  It  is  not 
often  that  when  assistance  is  asked  for 
that  work  is  meant.     You,  however,  Mr. 
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Slomax,  ask  for  work,  and,  without  consid- 
ering yourself  under  the  smallest  obligation 
to  nie,  I  will  give  you  work  upon  the  most 
equitable  of  all  principles,  that  of  the 
labourer  being  worthy  of  his  hire.' 

The  very  young  barrister  was  about 
expressing  his  thanks  in  the  most  eloquent 
words  at  his  conmiand  ;  l3ut  the  family  man 
of  business  raised  a  hand  as  a  signal  for 
him  to  reserve  his  powers  of  speech. 

'  I  will  send  to  your  chambers  an 
important  case  which  I  have  in  hand,' 
continued  he,  'for  your  opinion  as  to 
the  evidence  necessary  to  support  it  in 
all  its  minute  and  complicated  ramifica- 
tions. There  are  some  very  nice  points 
to  settle,  of  the  most  delicate  and  ab- 
struse kind.  Precedents  will  have  to  be 
diligently   searched    for,    and,    looking   at 
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it  in  the  abstract,  it  is  a  case  which 
demands  your  warmest  zeal  and  most 
unwearied  attention. ' 

'  It  shall  receive  ])oth  at  my  hands, 
sir,'  responded  the  very  young  barrister, 
flushed  with  pride  and  pleasure  at  the 
decided  success  of  his  mission. 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

'  I  SOMETIMES  think,  Teddy  dear,'  observed 
Griselda,  reclining  in  her  usual  position 
in  the  easy-chair,  placed  close  by  the  side 
of  her  husband.  '  I  sometimes  think,'  re- 
peated she,  '  that  our  own  sorrows  make  * 
us  very  selfish,  and  forgetful  of  those  of 
others.' 

'Why  so,  joy  of  my  heart?'  rejoined 
he,  placing  on  the  table  before  him  a 
thick  volume  of  '  PetersdorfF's  Abridge- 
ment,' consisting  of  thirty  volumes,  over 
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which  he  had  been  sedulously  poring,  page 
l)y  page,  line  by  line,  for  hours,  in  search 
of  '  cases '  in  support  of  the  abstruse  one, 
^yiih  its  'nice  points'  and  'ramifications,' 
of  the  family  man  of  business.  '  "^Vhy  so, 
joy  of  my  heart?' 

'  We  seem,  for  instance,'  returned  she, 
'  to  have  cjuite  forgotten  the  sad  state 
of  the  dear  old  squire,  with  Oakacre  Court 
absolutely  deserted;  for  we  never  speak 
of  it  now.' 

'AYe  have  had  more  than  enough  to 
do  perhaps,'  remarked  he,  'in  talking 
gloomily  about  our  own  griefs,  without 
dwelling  needlessly  upon  his,  however 
much  Ave  may  have  sympathised  A^-itli  him. 
T  told  you,  however,  joy  of  my  heart, 
that  I  read,  not  long  since,  an  account 
of  the  winding-up  of  that  swindling  gold 
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mine  company,  in  which  the  squire  had 
been  the  principal  victim ;  and  the  de- 
cision of  the  court  was  that  his  losses 
were  to  be  recouped  from  the  accumu- 
lated plunder — called  the  estate — of  Or- 
lando Chickabiddy,  Esquire.' 

A  faint  smile  passed  over  the  pallid 
features  of  his  wife  as  the  name  was 
mentioned,  to  which  her  maiden  one  was 
so  nearly  being  exchanged  for,  but  no 
observation  escaped  her  lips. 

'  It  is  reasonable,  therefore,  to  sup- 
pose,' resumed  he,  '  that  our  old  friend- 
John  Oakacre,  has  completely  surmounted 
his  jiecuniary  difficulties,  and  Avill  be,  at 
no  distant  date,  if  not  so  already,  in 
full  possession  of  the  clear  rental  of  his 
property,  and  all  belonging  to  it.' 

'Nothing    could    possibly    delight    me 


ox  THE  SPUK  OF  THE  MOMENT.  215 

more,'  responded  she,  '  than  to  learn 
from  the  dear  old  man  himself  that 
he  ^vas  prosperous  and  happy  again. 
AVill  you  let  me  go  and  see  him?' 

The  suddenness  of  the  question  seemed 
to  be  the  sole  or  principal  cause  of  its  not 
receiving  a  ready  answer. 

Edward  Slomax  looked  at  his  wife  as  if 
doubtful  of  comprehending  the  meaning 
of  her  words. 

'  I  feel,'  continued  she.  '  that  if  I  were 
to  go  and  see  him,  and  my  old  home,  and 
Gazelle.  Teddy  dear,  that  I  should  become 
quite  well  and  strong  again.' 

'Then  you  shall  go,'  rejoined  he.  'if  I 
have  to  carry  you  in  my  arms  along  the 
highways  and  byways  of  the  road,  regard- 
less alike  of  their  length,  breadth,  and 
dei^th.' 
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'  Can  Jenny  and  Sam  be  taken  ^vith 
us  ?'  inquired  she.  '  I  should  be  much 
happier  with  them.' 

'  In  that  case,'  returned  her  husband, 
'  we  must  see  what  can  be  done  ;  but  my 
iirst  fee  being,  at  the  present  time,  an 
unknown  quantity,  upon  w^hich  we  shall 
have  to  entirely  depend  for  meeting  the 
expenses  of  the  pilgrimage,  we  must  not 
be  too  lavish  in  adding  to  the  number  of 
our  pilgrims.' 

'  Poor  Jenny  will  cry  so  if  left  behind,' 
added  Griselda. 

'  And  Sam,  no  doubt,  would  howl  a 
most  discordant  accompaniment  to  her 
weeping,'  rejoined  he  ;  '  but  we  will  do 
our  best  to  prevent  this  visitation  of  pro- 
found evil,  for  I  cannot  imagine  anything 
more  trying  to  the  nerves  than  Jenny  and 
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Sam's  corDbined  efforts  to  advertise  their 
misery  to  the  world.  Each  would  trv  to 
surpass  the  other  in  sorrow's  doleful 
strains.' 

^  You  consent,  then,  to  their  goiup;  with 
us,  Teddy  dear?'  responded  she. 

'"With  the  imperative  condition  of  the 
means  being  forthcoming  for  their  going,' 
rejoined  her  husband,  '  they  shall  go.  I 
can  say  no  more  upon  the  interesting* 
subject  of  their  projected  travels  into 
Hampshire,  and  \A%\  in  my  present  com- 
pliant humour,  to  say  no  less.  The  residt, 
however,  whether  favourable  or  unfavour- 
able, must  depend  upon  the  unknown 
quantity  of  my  first  fee.  If  expanded 
in  amount  beyond  our  expectations,  all 
we  shall  have  to  do  is  to  tell  Jenny  to 
put  her  bonnet  on  and  pack  up  Sam.     In 
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the  event,  however,  of  its  proving  too 
cramped,  limited,  and  confined  to  carry 
ont  the  object  in  its  entiret}^,  we  shall  be 
compelled,  from  the  force  of  circumstances^ 
to  reluctantly  instruct  Jenny  to  keep  her 
bonnet  oif  and  leave  Sam  unpacked.  As 
far  as  I  can  see  with  a  prophetic  eye  into 
the  immediate  future,  joy  of  my  heart, 
there  is  no  alternative,  and  consequently 
patient  submission  becomes  a  duty.' 
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CHAPTER  XYIII. 

It  is  reasonable  to  suppose,  in  the  absence 
of  any  evidence  to  the  contrary,  that  the 
'  first  fee  *  paid  to  the  very  young  barrister 
by  the  fomily  man  of  business  equalled  his 
fondest  hopes  of  being  upon  a  liberal  scale, 
for  all  the  pilgrims,  including  Sam,  from 
their  habitation  in  Middle  Temple  Lane  to 
the  shrine  of  Oakacre  Court,  were  respect- 
ively and  collectively  located  beneath  its 
roof  at  the  termination  of  a  pleasant  jour- 
ney, without  unforseen  accident  or  par- 
ticular incident. 
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John  Oakacre  might  have  felt  a  little 
suppressed  astonishment  at  the  unexpected 
advent  of  the  pilgrims  ;  l)ut  the  summary 
of  what  he  had  to  say  upon  the  subject 
was  that  no  one  on  this  earth  knew 
but  himself  the  pleasure  he  felt  in 
seeing:  them,  and  he  beo-an  to  think 
that  life,  at  last,  was  worth  living 
for. 

The  squire's  great  difficulty,  however, 
appeared  to  be  in  not  knowing  what  .to 
do,  all  at  once,  to  show  that  he  had  com- 
menced to  learn  the  true  value  of  life, 
and  that  he  meant  to  live  up  to  the 
standard  of  the  newly-acquired  know- 
ledge. 

John  Oakacre's  measure  of  delight,  in 
fact,  overflowed.  To  apply  an  expres- 
sive   and    local   phrase,    he    acted   as    if 
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'  something  was  wrong  with  his  chump.' 
For  some  time  subsequent  to  the  arrival 
of  the  pilgrims  John  Oakacre  did  not 
appear  to  possess  the  ordinary  control 
over  his  own  actions,  which  were  certainly 
strong,  if  not  approaching  the  violent. 
After  stormino^  Griselda  with  a  batterv 
of  kisses,  and  wringing  Edward  Slomax  by 
the  hand,  now  and  again,  until,  to  say  the 
least,  he  had  enough  of  it,  he  grasped 
Mrs.  Chell  round  the  waist,  and,  to  her 
utter  consternation,  lifted  her  from  the 
ground  and  dropped  her  suddenly  upon 
the  uncushioned  seat  of  an  old  hard 
chair,  saying,  at  the  same  time,  that  '  pro- 
bably she  was  fatigued  after  so  long  a 
journey.' 

Jenny  felt  shaken,  but  not  injured. 

Xo  notice  being  taken  by  the  squire  of 
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Sam  as  soon  as  lie  expected,  liis  sensitive 
feelings  were  liiivt,  and  lie  stood  close  by 
with  his  liead  and  tail  drooping  discon- 
solately in  a  state  of  great  mental 
depression. 

'My  dear  old  friend,'  ejaculated  John 
Oakacre,  as  his  eyes  fell  for  the  hrst  time 
npon  Sam  at  his  feet,  'and  do  we  thns 
meet  again?'  and,  lifting  his  fore  legs 
to  rest  upon  his  shoulders,  he  embrac- 
ed him  warmly  like  a  man  and  a 
brother. 

Sam  let  him  clearly  comprehend  that 
they  had  met  by  industriously  licking 
his  face  from  chin  to  brow. 

'What  a  heartfelt  pleasure  this  is  to 
me,'  exclaimed  John  Oakacre,  '  to  be 
puppy-licked  in  this  way  !' 
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Encouraged  to  proceed  with  his  most 
natural  manner  of  greeting  his  old  friend, 
Sam  permitted  no  check  or  stop  to  inter- 
rupt the  continuance  of  it,  and  the  squire 
began  to  think  that  '  puppy-licking ' 
might   be     objectionable    from    becoming 


^C5 

excessive 


'  Judo'ino-  from  vour  fat,  Sam,'  said  he, 
'  you  have  been  well  cared  for  during  your 
long  absence  from  this  part  of  the  county, 
and,  having  returned  to  it,  we  must  see 
that  great  attention  is  paid  to  your 
retaining  every  ounce  of  it.' 

Sam  wagged  his  tail,  and  conveyed,  in 
the     clearest     lano^uao-e    of    which    as    a 

o       o 

sensible  dog  he  was  master,  that  no- 
thing could  possibly  be  more  conso- 
nant ^\dth  his  feelinors   than  that  the  best 
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means  should  be  at  once  employed 
for  the  gratifying  purpose  referred 
to. 

'And  so,'  observed  the  squire,  looking 
around  at  each  of  his  guests  in  turn, 
including  Sam,  '  you  have  come  expressly 
to  see  ine^  if  I  fully  comprehend  the 
declared  object  of  your  visit  here  to- 
day.' 

'And  I  feel  sure  that  you  are  pleased 
that  we  have  done  so,'  replied  Griselda, 
'  for  it  is  a  long  time  since  you  saw  your 
first  whip.' 

'Ah,'  exclaimed  John  Oakacre,  with 
a  deep-fetched  sigh,  'it  is  indeed!  And 
great  changes  have  taken  place  since 
then  with  all  of  us ;  but  we  won't  speak 
or  think  of  them  just  now.  I  will  sa}^ 
this,'    continued   he,    '  that  I  must  learn 
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what  can  be  done  to  make  my  first 
Av hip's  cheeks  look  a  little  more  ruddy 
than  they  are  at  present.  A  few  rides 
on  Gazelle,  in  the  morning  air,  when 
the  dew  is  upon  the  gTass,  will  prove 
as  fine  a  remedy,  perhaps,  as  any  that 
I  can  think  of.' 

'How  is  the  good,  dear  old  pony?' 
inquired  Griselda.  '  I  wonder  whether 
she  has  forgotten  me.' 

'Xo  more  than  you  have  forgotten 
her,'  replied  he,  '  as  you  will  see  when 
she  is  brought  b}'  Cock  Robin,  saddled, 
for  you  to  ride  to-morrow  morning.' 

'  I  fear, '  observed  Mrs.  Chell,  think- 
ing that  an  opportune  moment  had 
arrived  for  her  no  longer  to  main- 
tain an  irksome  reticence,  '  that  ]\Irs. 
Slomax      is     too     much     of      an      inva- 
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lid  to  mount  on  the  hack  of  a  fiery 
steed.' 

^  Except  when  going  straight  to  hounds, 
ma'am,  in  a  sharp  burst,'  rejoined  the 
squire,  ^  I  never  saw  her  shoAV  much 
fire  when  ridden  by  her  mistress,  who 
coukl  hold  her  with  the  lightest  of  hands 
and  a  silken  thread.' 

^  Having  had  the  motherly  care  of  Mrs. 
Slomax  since  the  day  of  her  marriage 
up  to  the  present  moment,  sir,'  returned 
Mrs.  Chell,  in  a  solemn  tone,  and  with 
a  serious  manner,  '  I  think  I  may  say, 
without  fear  of  connnittino;  a  mistake, 
that  I  thoroughly  understand  her  in- 
tricacies, and  I  feel  that  her  intricacies 
are  such  as  to  render  it  a  temptation 
to    the   spirit    of    evil    to    cause    her   to 
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tumble  off,  if  slie  inounted  the  back 
of  any  steed,  whether  fieiy  as  a  dragon 
or  tame  as  a  himbkin.' 

'When  you  see  my  dear  old  gentle 
pony,  Jenny/  added  Griselda,  'you  will 
think  me  as  safe  on  her  back  as  if  I 
were  on  a  rocking-horse.' 

'I  am  not  certain,'  rejoined  Mrs.  Chell. 
'  I  should  certainly  want  a  few  moments 
for  calm  reflection  before  coming  to  a 
decision — that  I  should  consider  you  be- 
3'ond  the  reach  of  imminent  danger  if 
mounted  upon  a  'rocking-horse.  Set  in 
motion,  I  should  sav,  from  want  of  your 
juvenile  strength,  notwithstanding  the 
number  of  delicacies  you  have  taken,  you 
would,  most  probably,  come  to  the  ground, 
with  bruises  black,  blue,  and  orange.' 

q2 
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'  There's  no  accounting  for  the  colour  of 
bruises,  ina'ani,'  returned  the  squire.  '  I 
have  had  many  upon  my  frame,  in  all  the 
shades  of  the  rainbow,  at  the  end  of  a 
hunting  season  before  noAv.  But  what,* 
continued  he,  turning  to  Mrs.  Chell,  'are 
a  few  black,  blue,  and  orange  bruises  more 
or  less  ?  I  daresay,  ma'am,  you  know  what 
it  is  to  be  bruised.' 

Mrs.  Chell  felt  that  she  did  from  a  very 
recent  concussion  ;  but  thought  it  advisable 
to  let  the  subject  drop  and  not  enter  into 
farther  particulars. 

'  Speaking  of  Gazelle,'  remarked  Griselda^ 
'■  puts  me  in  mind  that  I  have  not  yet  heard 
of  several  old  friends.  There's  her  head 
groom.  Cock  Robin,  whom  we  have  lost 
sight  of  so  long,  does  he  still  keep  up  the 
feud  with  Mrs.  Sprat,  and  fan  the  sparks 
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of     her      anger     by     calling    her     Jack 
Sprat  ?' 

•  He  has  neither  forgotten  nor  forgiven 
that  stomach-pmnp  business  on  the  leg-of- 
mutton  clay,'  replied  the  squire,  ^^dth  a 
laugh,  'and,  I  believe,  never  will.  His 
revenge  still  remains  unsatisfied,  if  I  am 
told  the  truth,  and  he  takes  advantage  of 
every  opportunity  to  gratify  it.' 

'  And  old  Grumblesome,'  continued 
Griselda,  '  is  he  still  disposed,  do  you 
think,  to  quarrel  with  me  about  everybody 
and  everything  ?' 

^  You  will  be  able  to  judge  about  that 
to-morrow,'  rejoined  the  squire,  '  when 
Gazelle  is  brought  on  the  lawn,  for  he  is 
sure  to  attend  with  his  companion  Cock 
Robin  to  witness  the  meetimx  of  vourself 
iind  the  Pride  of  the  County,  as  they  used 
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to   call  her,  when  she  went  straight  as  a 
crow  in  a  flying  run.' 

'I  wish  that  I  was  on  her  back  now/ 
returned  Griselda,  with  flashing  eyes  and 
crimson  cheeks. 

'And  leading  the  field  as  M.F.H.  for  one 
day  only,'  added  he,  '  as  you  did  with  my 
horn  at  your  saddle.' 

'  Ay  !'  exclaimed  Edward  Slomax,  with 
admiration.  '  That  was  a  run  remend)er- 
ed  and  spoken  of  among  hunting  men  a 
long  time  after  the  finish.' 

'  As  Avell  it  might  he,'  responded  eTohn 
Oakacre,  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  true 
sportsman,  'and  is  not  forgotten  in  song 
and  story  to  this  day.  My  first  whip  of 
the  past,'  continued  he,  '  keeps  her  place 
in  their  memories  just  as  she  did  in  the 
field — first  of  the  first  flight.' 
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'  I  see  lier  going  at  a  rasping  fence  at 
this  moment,'  remarked  Edward  Slomax, 
addressing  Mrs.  Chell,  '  as  if  it  was  but 
yesterday  when  she  pounded  the  whole 
tield,  the  squire  included.* 

'  I  don't  know,  of  course,  what  pounding 
the  whole  field  means,'  replied  Jenny, 
looking  at  an  acute  angle  down  her  nose,  as 
if  she  entertained  grave  doubts  as  to  the 
humanity  of  the  proceeding ;  '  but  I'm 
convinced  that,  as  a  lady  in  a  most  delicate 
state  of  health,  she  ought  not  to  be  en- 
couraged, by  complimentary  remarks,  to 
repeat  the  act  of  recklessness.' 

'  You  need  not  fear,  Jenny,'  rejoined 
Griselda,  with  a  smile  at  seeing  the  dis- 
turbed condition  of  Mrs.  Chell's  feelings. 
'  I  shall  never  pound  the  field  again.' 

'  I    hope    not,    ^Irs.    Slomax,'    returned 
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Jenny,  slipjhtly  appeased,  but  still  ruffled. 
'  I  liope  that  the  thought  of  pounding 
fields  will  never  enter  your  head  ao-ain, 
connected  as  it  must  be,  I  conjecture, 
with  fractures,  contusions,  and  disloca- 
tions.' 

'  That  recalls  to  my  recollection,'  added 
Griselda,  'that  I  have  omitted  to  ask  about 
the  licentiate  of  Apothecary's  Hall,  and 
professor  of  natural  history,  Tom  Tidy, 
whose  pleasant  discourse  conceriiing  things 
of  the  earth,  air,  and  water  Tised  to  amuse 
and  instruct  me  so  much.  Does  he  still 
occupy  most  of  his  time  in  hawking  for 
rare  specimens  to  add  to  his  collection, 
and  leave  his  patients,  during  his  absence, 
to  be  treated  by  ^Irs.  John  Sprat  ?' 

'  Our  medical  man,'  replied  John  Oak- 
acre,    'is  precisely  what   lie  Avas,   and  goes 
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on,  from  day  to  day,  exactly  as  he  did. 
Like  the  majority  of  his  neighbours,  how- 
ever, he  has  a  grievance,  and  that  is  the 
people  in  the  neighbourhood  are  much  too 
health}'.  They  seldom  want  physic,  he 
says,  and,  therefore,  his  bills  for  profes- 
sional treatment  are  short  and  profitless  in 
the  extreme.  In  the  strictest  conhdence 
he  told  me  a  short  time  since  that  he 
would  sell  his  practice,  the  difficulty  being 
that  there  was  nothing  to  sell.' 

At  this  moment  a  bell  was  heard  to 
rin^'  loudlv  and  cheerfuUv  as  it  swunu*  to 
and  fro,  on  a  huge  beam  placed  above  the 
sloping  roof  and  gable  ends  of  (Jakacre 
Court. 

'•  That,'  said  the  squire,  clapping  his 
hands  together,  and  briskly  rising  from  his 
chair,  '  is   the  first  dinner  bell,  and,  as  we 
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shall  hear  the  second  presently,  let  us  pay 
due  attention  to  it,  as  a  summons  to  the 
most  enjoyable  meal  of  my  life  partaken, 
as  it  will  be,  among  old  and  never  forgotten 
friends.' 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

The  fainilv  man  of  business  looked  in  an 
unsettled,  restless,  and  almost  feverish 
state  of  mind  as  lie  paced  up  and  down  his 
office  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  with  his 
hands  thrust  under  the  tails  of  his  coat, 
and  muttering  inaudible  language  to  him- 
self, for  his  lips  moved  quickh',  but  no 
sound  escaped  them. 

'  I  was  not  prepared,'  at  length  said  he, 
aloud,  '  that  my  last  application  to  the 
Court  of  Chancery  for  further  instructions 
in  re  Peepem's  estate,  would  be  met  by  a 
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final  order  ;  but,  to  tlie  profit  of  my  client 
and  loss  to  the  profession,  it  has  decided 
that  no  further  inquiry  is  necessary  con- 
cerning tlic  co-heirs.  The  result  of  the 
inquiry  of  the  connnissions  issued  to  the 
several  parts  of  the  civilised  and  uncivil- 
ized quarters  of  the  globe,  where  some 
trace  of  their  existence  might  reasonably 
be  supposed  to  exist,  has  been  conclusively 
answered  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  court, 
that  there  are  no  surviving  heirs  beyond 
the  present  petitioners  in  the  suit,  and 
that  they  are  entitled  to  the  decree  they 
ask  for.' 

The  family  man  of  business  paused  in 
his  soliloquy ;  but  continued  his  rapid 
walk,  up  and  down  the  office,  with  liis 
hands  still  thrust  undei'  tlie  tails  of  his 
coat. 
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^  A  good  property,'  at  length  resumed 
lie,  'free  from  mortgages,  annuities,  or 
liabilities  of  any  kind,  now  belongs  to 
Edward  Slomax  and  his  Anfe,  who,  having 
proved  their  legal  and  equitable  elaim  to 
beino^  the  descendants  in  a  direct  line  of 
Peepem  the  grandfather,  and  original 
testator,  will  enter  into  undisputed  possess- 
ion, and  exercise  all  the  rights  of  the  in- 
heritors of  many  a  broad  acre. 

'  To-day  a  man  of  wealth.  Yesterday 
depending  upon  chance  for  bread  ! 

'  Such  is  the  marvellous  change  in  my 
client's  sublunary  affairs,  and  it  would  not 
take  a  great  deal  of  vigilant  seeking,  per- 
haps, to  find  the  exact  opposite  ^^ithin  a 
stone's  throw  of  where  I  stand. 

'  It  is  said,'  continued  he,  '  and  I  think 
with  the   semblance    of    truth,    that    the 
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looker-on  sees  the  best  of  the  game.  As 
the  close  observers  of  the  great  game  of 
life  we  often  see  l)oth  the  best  and  the 
Avorst  of  it,  Init  in  either  case  a  winning 
(me  to  us.  If  it  were  not  for  the  vain  and 
Aveak  folly  of  the  spendthrift,  the  selfish 
gratifications  of  the  man  of  .pleasure,  end- 
ing in  debt  and  bankrupt  ruin,  family  dis- 
sensions followed  by  bitter  feuds,  crimes, 
sins,  and  human  errors,  there  would  be 
little  employment  for  lawyers.  We  profit 
bv  wrono^s  connnitted,  too  often  o-rievous 
ones,  and  just  rights  I'csisted  with  no 
better  moral  defence  than  the  hope  of  the 
truth  not  being  found  out. 

'  Such  is  the  great  game  of  life,  as  we 
see  it,  played  alternately  by  knaves  and 
fools !' 

The    fiimily    man    of    business    having 
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epitomized  tlie  several  causes  of  profes- 
sional gain,  brought  the  general  subject 
to  a  close,  and  l^egan  the  practical  busi- 
ness of  the  day  by  making  a  note  in 
his  diary  to  write  to  Edward  Slomax, 
and  promptly  inform  him  of  the  triumph- 
ant success  which  had  attended  the  last 
application  to  the  court  for  further  in- 
structions. 

'He  sent  me  his  present  address,'  said 
he,  '  in  acknowledging  the  receipt  of  the 
fee  which  I  sent  him,  and  not  one,  either 
iirst  or  last,  was  ever  more  deservedly 
paid  for  work  well  done,  and  done  quick- 
ly. The  case  submitted  to  him  was  dif- 
ficult and  abstruse  in  the  extreme  ;  but, 
meeting  with  profound  research  and 
patient  consideration,  he  made  himself 
master   of  it,  and  gave  an  opinion,  sup- 
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ported  by  unanswerable  precedents,  which, 
if  equalled,  could  not  have  been  excelled 
by  the  oldest  and  most  experienced  mem- 
ber of  the  Bar. 

' "  T  Avant  work,"  said  he,  "  which  I 
believe  I  am  capable  of  doing,  and  know 
that  I  am  willing  to  do." 

'  These  words,  combined  with  my  know- 
ledge, to  some  extent,  of  the  past  and 
present  pecuniary  state  of  the  speaker, 
made  an  appeal  to  the  flinty  heart  of 
an  old  lawver,  who,  before  he  knew  so 
much  of  the  masked  faces  and  stony 
hearts  of  plaintiffs  and  defendants,  was  as 
prepared  to  help  the  needy  and  sympathise 
with  the  sorrowful  as  the  average  number 
of  his  fellow  men  ;  but  I  am  referring  to 
when  I  was  unacquainted  with  the  world, 
and  the  world  unknown  to  me. 
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'All  that  has  been  changed  since  then, 
I  never  allow  my  feelings  to  interfere 
with  my  interests.  '•  Xever  lend,  and 
never  borrow,"'  is  the  maxim  I  both 
preach  and  practise ;  and  by  it  I  avoid 
bad  debts  and  obligations  to  those  who, 
if  the  opportunity  presented  itself,  might 
take  undue  advantage  of  them.  Example 
is  better  than  precept,  and  my  clients 
vrould  admit,  if  they  did  me  justice, 
that  I  have  observed  it  strictly  with 
them,  without  a  single  exception.  Some 
may  think,  in  reviewing  the  past — and 
among  them,  perhaps,  Edward  Slomax 
— that  I  ought  to  have  rendered  him 
aid  when  the  wolf  was  at  his  door,  and 
that  I  should  have  run  but  an  ordinary 
business  risk  in  doing  so  ;  but  then,  I 
never  trust  to   chance  what  may   be  re- 

VOL.  in.  R 
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ducecl  to  a  certainty.  He  had  no  security 
to  offer  of  the  marketable  value  of  a 
straw.  Hence,  no  advance  was  forthcom- 
ing from  the  flinty-hearted  old  lawyer, 
who  never  allows  his  feelings  to  interfere 
Avith  interests. 

'  I  admit,  however,'  continued  he,  '  that 
it  was  with  great  reluctance  that  I  said 
"  no "  to  him  when  he  stood  before  me 
looking  and  speaking  like  a  man,  and 
confided,  in  no  crino^ino;  tone  or  man- 
ner,  his  dependent  and  helpless  position. 
It  cost  me  something  to  say  "  no "  to 
liim,  and,  in  doing  so,  the  pain  ' — as  he 
spoke,  he  touched  his  breast  significantly 
— '  remains  slightly  Avhere  it  began. 

'  The  fierce  struggle,  however,"with  ad- 
verse circumstances  in  which  Edward 
Slomax  has  been  lon^^  eno'a<ved  in  a  hand- 
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to-hand  fight  is  over,  and  the  victoiy 
Avon.  He  Avill  begin  life  anew  Avith  the 
smiles  of  the  world  upon  him,  because — 
he  is  rich.' 


r2 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

^  It's  a  remarkable  coincidence,'  observed 
the  squire,  sitting  in  the  library  of  Oak- 
acre  Court,  privately  closeted  with  Gris- 
elda  and  her  husband,  '  that  this  morning's 
post  should  have  brought  the  more  than 
joyful  intelligence  that  the  chancery  suit 
in  which  you  have  been  so  long  engaged 
should  have  terminated  in  your  favour 
immediately  after  your  arrival  here,  and 
that  now  you  will  be  put  in  })Ossession  of 
your  own.' 

'We   ought  to  be    truly  grateful,   and. 
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iloubtlessly,  are  so,'  replied  Edward  Slo- 
max,  '  for  being  put  in  possession  of  our 
own ;  but  what  our  acute  sensibilities 
were  at  certain  times  in  being  kept  out  of 
the  possession  of  our  own  had  better  be 
conceived  than  described  in  forcible  lan- 
guage. I  can  only  say  for  myself  that  I 
was  far  from  disposed  to  oiFer  to  our 
mundane  rulers  an  earnest  thanksoivinof,' 

'  I  never  heard  you  complain  or  mur- 
mur at  our  forlorn  state  of  penury,  Teddy 
dear,'  rejoined  his  wife.  'You  were  always 
cheerful  and  full  of  hope  that  to-morrovr 
would  be  better  than  to-day.' 

'And  the  to-morrow  hoped  for,'  re- 
turned the  squire,  '  has  at  length  arrived 
— may  heaven's  blessing  rest  upon  it  ! 
Each  of  us  has  known  what  the  severest 
of  trials  are,  and  among  them  not  one  was 
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more  so  to  me  than  the  bitter  knowledge 
of  my  being  helpless  to  assist  you.  I  had 
absolutely  nothing  to  call  or  treat  as  my 
oAvn,  and  I  was  dependent  for  a  time  for 
even  the  necessaries  of  life.  Such  was  the 
condition  of  John  Oakacre  through  trying 
to  enrich  himself  1)}'  speculating  in  a  gold 
mine.' 

'  That  affair,  as  it  was  proved  to  be  con- 
clusively at  last,'  added  Edward  Slomax, 
'  was  nothing  short  of  a  disgTaceful  swin- 
dle, concocted  bv  as  base  a  little  vul^-ar 
rascal  as  ever  scandalised  the  form  of 
man.' 

'  Common  cheat,  as  undoubtedly  he 
was,'  said  the  squire,  '  and  fully  deserving* 
of  the  criminal  prosecution  with  which 
he  was  threatened,  I  am  far  from  being 
free  from  the  gravest  censure   by  falling 
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headlong  into  such  a  trap.  As  perfect 
strangers  to  each  other,  what  possible 
reason  was  there  to  suppose  that,  as  the 
proprietor  of  almost  unlimited  wealth,  he 
Avould  volunteer  to  give  me  a  share  of  it  ? 
I  had  no  claim  upon  his  friendship,  and 
only  knew  him  as  a  slight  acquaintance, 
when,  with  as  little  knowledge  of  business 
or  commercial  matters  as  it  was  possible 
for  anyone  to  possess,  I  borrowed  thou- 
sands of  my  bankers  to  take  up  the  shares 
allotted  to  me  in  a  bubble  company,  of 
the  true  nature  of  which  I  knew  nothing, 
and  made  myself  responsible  for  thousands 

more.     Such  was  the  act  of  extreme  follv 

»/ 

I    committed,    amounting    almost    to    in- 
sanity.' 

'  It    was    most    fortunate    that   Orlando 
Chickabiddy  exhibited  himself  in  his  true 
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colours,'  responded  Edward  Slomax,  ^  be- 
fore it  was  too  late.' 

'  His  proposition  to  "  salt  the  mine,"  as 
he  called  it,' rejoined  the  squire,  'opened 
my  eyes  as  to  what  the  nefarious  scheme 
had  been  from  the  beginning,  and  the 
designing  unscrupulous  knave  with  whom 
I  had  been  associated.  Acting  without  a 
moment's  delay,  I  took  the  earhest  pro- 
ceedings in  my  power  to  denounce  him  to 
the  deceived  and  cheated  shareholders,  and 
a  petition  was  filed  at  once  to  wind  up  the 
company,  with  the  ultimate  result  that 
the  promoter  of  it  was  held  liable  for  the 
whole  of  the  loss  incurred.  The  court, 
in  giving  judgment,'  continued  he,  'was 
not  sparing  in  its  severe  remarks  upon  my 
blind  and  senseless  folly ;  but  thought  that 
a  prosecution  should  be  instituted  against 
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the  promoter,  and  liis  abominable  agents, 
for  a  conspiracy  to  defraud.' 

'  Has  this  been  done  ?'  inquired  Edvrard 
Slomax. 

'  Xo, '  replied  the  squire.  '  It  was 
warmly  entertained  at  first,  but,  sub- 
sequently, more  pacific  counsels  pre- 
vailed, and  it  was  decided  that  upon 
his  giving  up  the  whole  of  the  plunder 
in  his  possession,  the  criminal  indictment 
should  not  be  preferred,  and  that  he 
miD:ht  be  left  to  2:0  when  and  where  he 
pleased.' 

'  Do  YOU  know  what  has  become  of 
him  ?'  asked  Edward  Slomax. 

'  Xot  in  the  least,'  rejoined  the  squire. 
'  He  vanished  from  the  sight  and  know- 
ledge of  everyone  as  soon  as  the  proceed- 
ings terminated,  and  he  may  be  now,  so 


250    ON  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT. 

far  as  I  can  tell,  in  the  wilds  of  Australia 
or  Timbuctoo.' 

'  There  was  still,  I  suppose,  a  heavy  loss 
to  be  borne  by  the  proprietary?'  remarked 
Edward  Slomax. 

'  Between  the  liabilities  and  the  assets,' 
rejoined  the  squire,  '  there  was,  what  ap- 
peared to  be  at  first,  a  ruinous  deficiency  ; 
but,  by  a  judicious  compromise,  this  was 
greatl}'  modified  and  reduced,  and  the  day 
is  not  far  distant  when  the  last  instabnent 
of  the  still  existing  claims  will  be  paid, 
and  I  shall  be  free,  and  completely  dis- 
charged from  everything  connected  with 
the  gold  mine,  except  the  lasting  thought, 
while  life  remains,  of  the  core  odious  and 
unpardonable  folly  I  committed  in  becom- 
ing a  speculator  in  it.' 

'  And   then  we  shall  see  the    Oakacrc 
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hounds  again  in  the  kennels  and  courts/ 
returned  Edward  Slomax,  'and  a  select 
stud  of  hunters  in  the  now  empty  boxes 
and  stalls/ 

'  The  very  thought  of  the  sight,'  added 
Griselda,  flushed  from  cheek  to  brow, 
'  makes  me  feel  that  I  am  once  more  your 
£rst  whip,  in  a  flying  run  from  the  find  to 
the  finish  ^dth  Gazelle  leading  in  the  fore- 
most flight.' 

'  I  have  seen  you  there  before  now,' 
rejoined  the  sc[uire,  '  and  when  the  best 
mounted  and  hardest  rider  in  the  held 
could  not  have  got  to  her  head.  It  was 
the  pride  of  place,'  continued  he,  '  and  I 
never  saw  anyone  take  it  from  you  when 
once  you  were  there.' 

'  Who  knows  but  what  she  may  repeat 
her   pride     of    place,'    returned    Edward 
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Slomax,  '  after  a  few  months'  exercise 
canters  when  the  dew  is  on  the  grass, 
and  you  again  are  the  M.F.H.  of  your  own 
hounds.' 

'  There  may  be,  perhaps,  more  unlikely 
things  to  happen,'  added  the  squire,  with 
a  smile  that  betokened  the  unalloyed  hap- 
piness of  his  heart.  » 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

Ix  the  far  east  of  what  is  sometimes 
called  '  the  modern  Babylon,'  and  in  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  Whitechapel, 
a  slip-shod  man,  literally  and  figurativel}' 
^  down  at  heel,'  might  have  been  seen  bc- 
t^veen  two  flat  l^oards  upon  which  were 
corresponding  bills,  in  large  and  bold  type, 
inviting  the  public  to  '  Try  Our  Fresh 
Dorset  at  Fourteen  pence  a  Pound. 
Good  Weight.' 

The    occupation    of  a   '  sandwich  man ' 
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is  of  a  light  nature.  It  requires  neither 
much  physical  power  nor  great  mental 
culture,  and  Orlando  Chickabiddy,  in  his 
fallen  fortunes,  thought,  when  hungry  and 
without  the  visible  means  of  satisfying  a 
most  natural  appetite  from  long  abstin- 
ence, that  he  could  not  improve  the  occa- 
sion than  by  adopting  the  profession  of  a 
perambulator  of  popular  advertisements 
at  the  modest  stipend  of  one  shilling 
a  day. 

There  is,  however,  scarcely  anything 
without  its  drawbacks.  In  addition  to  the 
inclemency  of  the  changeable  seasons  '  all 
the  yeai'  round,'  Orlando  Chickabiddy  was 
also  exposed  to  the  taunts  and  jibes  of  a 
set  of  little  vulgar  boys,  who  habitually 
congregated  round  and  about  him,  and, 
after  the  fashion  of  young  savages  in  the 
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South  Sea  Islands,  danced,  capered,  and 
yelled  in  triumph  at  the  defenceless  state 
and  condition  of  the  '  sandwich  man ;' 
for,  as  they  knew  full  well,  he  could 
neither  use  his  arms  nor  his  legs  for 
attack  or  defence,  and  was  left  com- 
pletely at  their  mercy,  of  which  they 
showed  none. 

Among  their  many  and  several  methods 
of  tantalizing  the  '  sand^^-ich  man,'  was 
playing  a  lively  rub-a-dub,  with  sticks 
prepared  for  the  express  purpose,  upon 
the  boards  carried  in  equal  divisions  be- 
tween his  front  and  rear. 

'  Rub-a-dub.' 

In  vain  he  turned,  with  as  much  sharp- 
ness in  the  movement  as  the  embarrassing 
boards  would  permit ;  but  no  sooner  did 
his  reverse  become   the   change   of  front 
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than  '  rub-a-dub '  sounded  from  an 
exactly  opposite  point.  Change  as  he 
might,  and  change  as  he  did,  '  rub-a-dub ' 
rattled  on  his  ears  with  the  same  mono- 
tonous sound,  varied  only  by  the  jpiano 
or  forte  movement. 

'  This  is  nothing  less  than  the  persecu- 
tion of  a  martyr,'  said  he,  '  and  I'll  stand 
it  no  longer.  The  law  is  bound  to  pro- 
tect me,  as  a  subject  of  the  British  cro^\^l, 
from  the  assaults  of  these  base  urchins, 
and  I  will  call  at  once  for  the  assistance 
of  the  police.' 

The  resolve  being  promptly  formed,  it 
was  as  speedily  carried  into  execution, 
by  Orlando  Chickabiddy  shouting,  at  the 
extreme  pitch  of  his  voice,  '  Police  ! 
police!!  police!!!' 

As   a   matter   of  course,   time   dragged 
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wearily  along  before  the  summons  was 
answered  by  the  personal  represen- 
tative of  the  physical  force  of  the 
government  coming  forward,  and  briefl}' 
asking, 

'AYhat'sup?' 

Appealing,  as  well  as  the  surroundings 
circumstances  would  permit,  without  the 
assistance  of  his  arms  to  render  the  action 
suitable  to  his  words,  Orlando  Chick- 
abiddy fondly  hoped  that  his  tale  of  woe 
would  produce  a  favourable  impression 
upon  the  executive  officer  of  the  law, 
and  lead  to  his  happy  deliverance  from 
the  pains  and  penalties  of  a  long-sufFering 
martyr. 

After  hearing  all  he  had  to  say,  down 
to  the  last  syllable,  Orlando  Chickabiddy 
found  to  his  chagrin  that,  if  he  deserved 

VOL.  III.  s 
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success,  he  most  certainly  had  not  achieved 
it. 

With  an  official  frown,  which  was  meant 
to  convey  his  official  indignation  and 
contempt  for  the  charge  made  against 
the  '  base  urchins,'  the  personal  repre- 
sentative of  the  physical  force  of  the 
government  commenced  his  reply,  and 
thus  began : 

'In  the  first  place,  where  are  the  cul- 
prits ?     I  don't  see  one — on — 'em.' 

'The  moment  I  called  police,'  meekly 
replied  the  complainant,  '  they  were  off 
round  that  corner ;'  and,  being  temporari- 
ly denied  the  use  of  his  arms,  he  jerked 
his  head  in  a  direct  line  towards  the 
exact  spot  of  the  succcssfid  retreat  of  his 
■flying  enemies. 
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The  executive  officer  s  attention  being- 
specially  called  'round  the  corner,'  his 
faith,  amounting  to  ahnost  conviction, 
led  him  to  believe  that  he  perceived  in 
the  distance  a  hand  ^\dth  a  thumb  pressed 
upon  the  end  of  a  nose,  and  the  dis- 
engaged fingers  playing  an  imaginary 
flageolet. 

The  executive  officer  made  a  couple  of 
rapid  strides  to^vards  the  angle  of  the 
corner,  and  the  thumb,  nose,  and  imagin- 
ary flageolet  departed  as  if  by  magic. 

'  It's  the  boast  of  the  law  of  this  free,  great, 
and  noble  country,'  said  Orlando  Chicka- 
biddy, '  that  there  is  no  wrong  without  a 
remedy.  Xow,  I  want  to  be  informed 
what  legal  steps  can  be  adopted  for  obtain- 
ing redress  for  the  daily  assaults  and  bat- 

s2 
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tcry  to  which  I  am  exposed  at  the  hands- 
of  those  base  urchins.  I  have  called  for 
the  police,  and,  as  a  ratepayer  in  the  days 
of  my  prosperity,  I  hope  not  in  vain.' 

'Yes,'  rejoined  the  representative  of  the 
physical  force  of  the  government,  with 
knitted  brow,  '  and  if  you  do  it  again,  Mr. 
Sandwich,  I'll  run  you  in.' 

Mr.  '  Sandwich '  had  never  been  per- 
sonally addressed  so  before,  and  the 
sound  seemed  to  him  anything  but  eu- 
phonious. 

'  Boys  will  be  boys,'  resumed  the  execut- 
ive officer  of  the  law.  '  They  always  have 
been,  and,  I  s'pose,  always  will  be,  until 
they  grow  up  into  men,  Avith  all  the 
mischief  of  monkeys  in  'em ;  but  we  arc 
not  to  be  called  from  our  dootiGS  on 
account  of  their  pranks  with  a  Sandwich. 
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Do  it  again,'  repeated  he,  '  and  I'll  run  you 
in.' 

'  But  what  ain  I  to  do,  Mr.  Policeman  ?' 
returned  the  complainant,  in  a  supplicating 
tone.  '  Tell  me  what  I  am  to  do  in  trying 
to  get  an  honest  livehhood  in  a  peaceful 
way ;  for  I  never  speak  to  anyone,  unless 
anyone  speaks  to  me,  and  it's  very  hard 
that  I  can't  be  left  alone  by  these  base 
urchins,  who  batter  me  morning,  noon,  and 
night.' 

'  The  remedy's  in  your  o^\ii  hands/  was 
the  rejoinder  of  the  representative  of  the 
physical  force  of  the  government.  '  Step 
it.' 

'  But  where  am  I  to  step  it  to,  ^[r. 
Policeman?'  inquired  the  'sandwich  man.' 
''Where  am  I  to  go  for  peace  on  earth  ?' 

The  scarcely  perceptible  effect  of  a  grim 
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smile  jiassed  over  the  stern  features  of  the 
executive  officer  of  the  bw  as  lie  replied, 
^  Where  there  are  no  boys.' 
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CHAPTER  XXIL 

With  the  utmost  serenity  of  mind  and 
body  Mrs.  Chell  was  resting  after  the 
slight  toils  of  the  day  in  her  private  apart- 
ment in  Middle  Temple  Lane.  She  Avas 
meditating  upon  the  past,  and,  in  running 
the  sand  of  the  hour-glass  of  Time  back- 
wards, feelings  strangely  conflicting  pre- 
vailed in  accordance  with  the  nature  of 
the  grains  which  marked  off  the  particu- 
lar   events     of    her    life,    bringing    them 


264         ON  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT. 

witli  all  their  pristine  force  to  her 
inemory. 

Some  of  the  grains,  as  they  fell  through, 
recalled  those  happy  days,  which  neces- 
sarily were  ^  too  bright  to  last,'  when 
the  judge's  late  clerk  proffered  his  ar- 
dent love,  and  persuaded  her  to  beheve 
that  his  '  heart  prompted  his  tongue  to 
speak.' 

Some  of  the  grains  told  of  the  day  when 
his  last  words,  affectionate  and  true,  were 
spoken  to  her,  and  then  poor  Jenny 
wept. 

Still  the  grains  of  sand  ran  quickly 
through  the  hour-glass,  turned  upside- 
down,  and  marked  off,  with  inhnite  pre- 
cision, each  succeeding  event  as  it  affected 
the  balance  of  her  life,  for  she  had  known 
w^hat  its   ups  and  downs   meant,  and  had 
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not  been  ^^dtllOut  heart-sinking  dread  that, 
being  down,  the  scale  would  never  rise 
again. 

As  the  grains  continued  to  run  on, 
her  attention  was  called  to  this  abnormal 
state  of  her  nervous  system  when  her 
silver  teapot  and  spoons,  remnants  of  an- 
tiquity, had  to  1)0  parted  with  for  the 
marketable  value  of  old  silver,  in  order 
that  '  little  delicacies  '  might  be  obtained 
when  most  urgently  required. 

'The  Three  per  Cent.  Consols,'  said 
Jenny  to  herself,  *  had  been  sold  out  to  the 
last  shilling,  and  there  was  nothing  left  but 
the  Queen  Anne  teapot,  and  spoons  of  a 
corresponding  pattern,  upon  which  I  could 
depend  for  substantial  help  in  the  hour  of 
need.' 

The  grains  of  sand  were  not  exhausted. 
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They  still  continued  the  story  of  other 
days. 

'  And  then  fell  the  heaviest  blow  of  all/ 
resumed  she.  '  Our  infant  angel  was  taken 
from  earth  to  join  his  brother  and  sister 
angels  in  heaven.  Little  Ted  died  as  the 
lilies  of  the  valley  fell  from  his  tiny 
hand.' 

For  a  time  Jenny's  grief  at  the  remini- 
scence choked  further  utterance. 

'-  It  nearly  broke  his  mother's  heart,'  at 
length  continued  she  between  her  sobs, 
'  and  I  thought  that  she  would  soon  be 
placed  by  the  side  of  her  poor  baby-boy 
in  the  little  grave  where  he  lies  buried  in 
the  far-off  country  churchyard.' 

A  few  more  grains  of  sand  yet  remained 
to  run  through  the  hour-glass  turned 
upside-down. 
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'  I  may  not  be  exactly  a  prophet  or 
prophetess,'  said  Mrs.  Chell,  recovering 
her  spirits  to  some  extent  cifter  a  short 
interval,  '  and  I  don't  suppose  that  I  shall 
ever  be  read  about  as  one,  but  what  I 
prophesied  would  be  is,  and  will  be,  and 
let  any  of  the  prophets,  old  or  young,  beat 
that  if  they  can.  I  said  that  Mr.  Edward 
Slomax  would  be ' 

^  I  am  personally  interested  in  knowing 
what  vou  had  the  audacitv  to  sav  about 

r.  Edward  Slomax,'  interrupted  a  well- 
known  voice,  and  upon  turning  her  head 
to  the  quarter  of  the  room  from  whence  it 
came,  which  was  the  green-baize  door, 
Jenny  Chell  entertained  not  the  slightest 
doubt  concerning  the  possessor  of  it. 
'  Now,  Jenny,  confess  the  truth,  the  whole 
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truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth,  as  to 
what  you  said  that  Mr.  Edward  Slomax 
would  be.' 

'  You  reeWy  take  me  quite  unawares,  sir,' 
rej)lied  Mrs.  Chell.  '  I  had  no  thought  of 
your  overhearing  my  words.' 

'Of  course  you  had  not,'  rejoined  the 
young  barrister  of  the  Middle  Temple, 
although  no  longer  very  young,  for  the 
consecutive  terms  of  years  had  come  and 
gone  since  he  took  his  maiden  fee  from  the 
family  man  of  business.  '  Of  course  you 
had  not,'  repeated  he,  '  and,  therefore,  the 
revelation  will  be  no  doubt  genuine,  and 
above  suspicion.  Now,  Jenny,  what  did 
you  say  that  I  should  be  ?' 

'  I  must  not  tell  you  all  that  I 
said,  Mr.  Slomax,'  returned  Jenny,  with 
a   merry   laugh,    '  otherwise    you    might 
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become   afflicted  with  a  proud   stomach.' 

'  In  order  that  I  may  not  be  exposed  to 
the  attack  of  such  an  unknown  malady  to 
me,'  added  Edward  Slomax,  '  relate  a  bit  of 
what  you  said,  Jenny,  as  an  instalment  of 
the  whole.' 

'  I  observed  then  to  myself,  being  in  the 
habit  of  thinking  aloud,  sir,'  responded 
Mrs.  Chell,  '  that  you  Avould  be  a  rising 
man  at  the  Bar  until  you  could  go  no 
higher.' 

'Say  no  more  at  present,  Jenny,'  rejoin- 
ed he,  '  I  already  begin  to  feel  an  unusual 
sensation  in  my  stomach.' 

'Recollecting,  also,  what  Chell  said,' 
continued  Jenny,  '  when  clerk  to  a  living 
judge,  who  breathed  the  atmosphere  of 
your  chambers,  sir,  for  many  years,  that 
every  man  at  the  Bar,  with  his  nut  screw- 
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ed  on  riglit,  carried  the  Lord  Chancellor's 
woolsack  in  his  pocket,  I  opined  that  you, 
Mr.  Slomax,  would  only  have  to  bide  your 
time,  and  go  on  as  you  were  going  on,  to  take 
your  seat  upon  that  very  woolsack,  I'obed 
in  scarlet  and  ermine,  as  the  keeper  of  Her 
Most  Gracious  Majesty's  conscience.' 

'  I  am  seized  with  excruciating  cramp 
in  the  stomach,  Jenny !'  exclaimed  Ed- 
ward Slomax.  '  I  feared  what  was  coming 
on.' 

'  And  as  another  step  in  the  right  direc- 
tion,' resumed  Mrs.  Chell,  without  taking 
the  slightest  notice  of  the  'cramp,'  or  offer- 
ing a  soothing  remedy  to  mitigate  its 
acutencss,  'what  is  to  take  place  to- 
morrow?' 

Edward  Slomax  must   have   heard   the 
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•question,  but  designed  to  give  no  answer 
to  it. 

'  I  shall  have  the  honour   of  seeino-  with 


my  own  eyes 

'  Come,  come,  Jenny,'  interrupted  he, 
*  don't  be  a  sham !  It's  too  late  in  life 
for  you  to  begin  to  act  the  part  of  a 
sham.' 

'■  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  seeing  with 
my  own  eyes,'  slowly  and  emphatically 
repeated  Mrs.  Chell,  'your  first  appearance 
in  court  splendidly  arrayed  in  a  silk 
gown  to  the  envy,  no  doubt,  of  many 
beholders  in  stuff  gowns.' 

'The  spasm  increases,  Jenny,'  rejoined 
EdAvard  Slomax.     '  It  does,  indeed !' 

'  And  with  my  precious  dove,  looking 
more  like  a  Queen  than  a  subject,'  added 
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Mrs.  Cliell,  '  we  shall  ride  in  her  own 
carriage,  drawn  by  a  pair  of  noble,  high- 
stepping  bays,  and  be  set  down  at  the  court, 
on  the  bench  of  which,  I  am  given  to  under- 
stand, we  are  to  be  graciously  permitted  to 
occupy  places  to  witness  the  grand  cere- 
monial of  your  taking  your  seat  directly  in 
front  of  the  junior  members  of  the  Bar, 
who  have  to  wear  stuff  gowns,  and  look 
with  vexation  of  spirit  at  the  backs  of  their 
seniors  in  silk.' 

^  When  we  meet  again  then,  Jenny,* 
returned  he,  preparing  to  take  his  de- 
parture,   '  we  shall   both  be  wearing  silk 


gowns. 


'  My  new  black  silk,'  rejoined  she, 
with  pride,  'which  has  yet  to  be  worn, 
for  th(*   -first  time,  will,   I  hope,   be  con- 
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sidered  equal  to  the  august  occasion,  Mr. 
Slomax.' 

The  green-baize  door  closed  gently  upon 
his  retreating  form,  and  Mrs.  Chell  was  left 
in  her  private  apartment  alone. 

Not  a  grain  more  sand  was  left  to  run 
through  the  hour-glass.  The  tale  had 
been  told. 


THE    END. 
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dents with  pardonable  pride." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE    FRIENDSHIPS    OF    MARY    RUSSELL 

MITFORD:    As   Recorded   in   Letters   from   her   Litirart 
Correspondents.      Edited    hy    the    Rev.    A.    G.    L'Estrange, 
Editor  of  "  The  Life  of  Mary  Russell  Mitford,"  &c.     2  vols.     21s. 
"These  letters  are  all  written  as  to  one  whom  the  writers  love  and  revere.  Miss 
Barrett  is  one  of  Miss  Mitl'ord's  correspondents,  all  of  whom  seem  to  be  inspired 
with  a  sense  of  excellence  in  the  mmd  they  ate  invoking.    Their  letters  are  ex- 
tremely interesting,  and  they  strike  out  recollections,  opinions,  criticisms,  which 
will  hold  the  reader's  delighted  and  serious  attention." — Daily  TJajrajih. 

"In  this  singular  and  probably  unique  hook  Miss  Mitford  is  painted,  not  in 
letters  of  her  own  nor  in  letters  written  of  her,  but  in  letters  addressed  to  her; 
and  a  true  idea  is  thus  conveyed  of  her  talent,  her  disposition,  and  of  the  impres- 
sion she  made  upon  her  friends.  It  seldom  happens  that  anyone,  however  dis- 
tinguished, receives  such  a  number  of  letters  well  worth  reading  as  were  addressed 
to  Miss  Mitford;  and  the  letters  from  her  corresjioudeuts  are  not  only  from  inter- 
esting persons,  but  are  in  themselves  interesting. ' — St.  James's  Gazette. 


MESSRS.    HURST    AND    BLACKETT'S 
NEW  "WO^KS— Continued. 


THE  REAL  LORD  BYRON:  New  Views  of  the 

Poet's  Life.  By  John'  Cordt  Jkaffreson,  Author  of  "  A  Book 
about  Doctors,"  &c.     2  vols,  demy  8vo.     SOs. 

"  ilr.  Jeaffreson  comes  forward  with  a  narrative  which  mast  take  a  very  im- 
portant place  in  Byronic  literature.  Almost  every  chapter  contains  material 
which  may  be  fairly  called  new,  and  the  book  differs  from  many  biographies  of 
Byron  in  one  very  important  point— it  is  scrupulously  just  to  every  person  con- 
cerned, the  facts  dealt  with  being  placed  before  the  reader  in  a  judicial  spirit  Mr. 
Jeaffreson  had  a  specific  work  to  do.  and  he  has  done  it  fully,  conclusively,  and 
well ;  and  it  may  reasonably  be  anticipated  that  these  volumes  will  be  regarded 
with  deep  interest  by  all  who  are  concerned  in  the  works  and  the  fame  of  this 
great  English  poet." — The  Times. 

"  Mr.  Jeaffreson  has  produced  a  work  that  throws  a  flood  of  new  light  on  the 
most  critical  periods  of  Byron's  life,  and  that  every  future  critic  of  modern 
English  poetry  will  have  to  read  and  re-read." — Athenceum, 

"Everybody  will  read  these  volumes,  many  for  the  sake  of  the  great  poet, 
whose  biography  forms  the  subject,  and  others  simply  on  account  of  the  extra- 
ordinary amount  of  interesting  gossip  which  it  contains  about  the  famous  per- 
sonages who  flourished  in  the  days  of  our  grandfathers.  It  is  a  very  able  book 
admirably  written,  and  evidently  entirely  unprejudiced."' — Morning  Post. 

"This  is  a  masterly  performance,  and  one  of  the  most  important  contributions 
to  literary  biography  published  for  many  years.  Mr.  Jeaffreson  writes  not  on'y 
like  a  student,  but  a  man  of  the  world,  and  his  entire  analysis  of  the  relation  be- 
tween Byron  and  his  wife  is  admirable." — Tfie  World. 

COURT  LIFE  BELOW    STAIRS;    or,    London 

uxDER  THE  FmsT  Georges,  171-t — 1760.  By  J.  Fitzgerald 
MoLLOT.  Second  Edition.  Vols.  1  and  2.  Crown  8vo.  2l3. 
"  Well  written,  full  of  anecdotes,  and  with  its  facts  admirably  grouped,  this  ex- 
cellent work  will  prove  of  the  greatest  value  to  all  who  desire  to  know  what  man- 
ner of  men  the  flrst  Electors  of  Hanover  who  came  here  really  were.  Pictures  of 
Court  life  so  drawn  cannot  fail  to  be  very  instructive.  Some  of  the  word  pictures 
are  wonderfully  well  drawn '" — Daily  Telegraph. 

VOLS.  HI.  and   IV.  of  COURT  LIFE  BELOW 

STAIRS;  or,  Londox  Under  the  La.st  Georges,  1760 — 1830. 

By  J.  Fitzgerald  Molloy.     Second  Edition.      21s.     Completing 

the  Work. 
"The  reigns  of  George  the  Third  and  George  the  Fourth  are  no  less  interesting 
and  instructive  than  those  of  George  the  First  and  George  the  Second.    Mr. 
Molloy's  style  is  bright  and  fluent,  picturesque  and  animated,  and  he  tells  his 
stories  with  unquestionable  skill  and  vivacity.'" — Athenieum. 

"These  last  two  volumes  of  Mr.  Molloy's  'Court  Life  Below  Stairs'  are  likely 
to  attain  as  much  popularity  as  the  first  two  did.  The  narrative  is  fluent  and 
amusing,  and  is  far  more  instructive  than  nine-tenths  of  the  novels  which  are 
published  nowadays."— .Si.  James's  Gazette, 

GRIFFIN,  AHOY !   A  Yacht  Cruise  to  the  Levant, 

and  Wanderings  in  Egypt,  Syria,  The  Holy  Land,  Greece,  and 
Italy  in  1881.     By  General  E    H.  Maxw>^,ll,  C.B.     One  vol. 
demy  Svo.     With  Illustrations.     15s. 
•'  The  cruise  of  the  Griffin  affords  bright  and  amusing  reading  from  its  beginning 
to  its  end.    General  Maxwell  writes  in  a  frank  and  easy  style — Morning  Post. 

WITH  THE  CONNAUGHT  RANGERS  in  Quar- 
ters, Camp,  and  ox  Leave.    By  General  E.  H.  Maxwell,  C.B  , 
Author  of  "  Griffin,  Ahoy  !"     1  vol.  8vo.    With  Illustrations.     15s. 
"A  warm  welcome  may  be  presaged  for  General  Maxwell's  new  work.     It  is  an 
eminently  readable  book,  quite  apart  from  the  special  attraction  it  must  possess  for 
all  who  are.  or  who  have  been,  connected  wich  the  gallant  88th." — Duilu  lelearaph. 
"When  General  Maxwell  made  his  debut  in  that  capital  book,  'Gritliu.  Ahoy!" 
we  expressed  a  hope  that  we  should  soon  meet  him  again.    This  expectation  is 
now  fulfilled,  and  again  we  have  to  congratulate  the  author  on  a  distinct  success- 
Scarcely  a  page  in  his  volume  but  has  its  little  anecdote,  and  these  stories  have  a 
real  touch  of  humour  in  them."' — Globe. 
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LIFE  OF  MOSCHELES ;  with  Selections  from 

HIS  DIARIES  AND  CORRESPONDENCE.  By  His  Wife. 
2  vols,  large  post  8vo.     With  Portrait.     248. 

"This  life  of  Moscheles  will  be  a  valuable  book  of  reference  for  the  musical  his- 
torian, for  the  conteuts  extend  over  a  period  of  threescore  years,  commencing  with 
1794,  and  ending  at  1870.  Moscheles  writes  fairly  of  what  is  called  tho  '  Music  of  the 
Future,'  and  his  judgments  on  Ilerr  Wagner,  Dr.  Liszt,  Rubenstein,  Dr.  von  Biilow, 
Litolff,  &c.,  whether  as  composers  or  executants,  are  in  a  liberal  spirit.  He  re- 
cognizes cheerfully  the  talents  of  oar  native  artists:  Sir  S.  Bennett,  Mr.  Mac- 
farren,  Madame  Goddard,  Mr.  J.  Bamett,  Mr.  HuUah,  Mr.  A.  Sullivan,  &c.  The 
volumes  are  full  of  amusing  anecdotes." — Athenseum. 

MONSIEUR   GUIZOT   in   Private   Life  (1787- 

1874).     By  His  Daughter,  Madame  de  Witt.     Translated  by  Mrs. 

Simpson.     1  vol.  demy  Svo.     15s. 
*'  Madame  de  "Witt  has  done  justice  to  her  father's  memory  in  an  admirable  re- 
cord of  his  life.    Mrs.  Simpson's  translation  of  this  singularly  interesting  book  is 
in  accuracy  and  grace  worthy  of  the  original  and  of  the  &\xh]QcV'— Saturday  Reeku. 

MY  OLD  PLAYGROUND  REVISITED  ;  A  Tour 

IN  Italy  in  the  Spring  of  1881.  By  Benjamin  E.  Kennedy. 
Second  Edition,  icith  Appendix.  1  vol.  crown  8vo.  With  Illustra- 
tions, by  the  Author.     6s. 

"  It  is  no  small  merit  of  Mr.  Kennedy  that  he  has  rendered  an  account  of  a 
journey  over  such  familiar  ground  as  that  lying  between  London  and  Naples  re- 
markably readable.  These  pages  are  full  of  really  useful  information,  and  travel- 
lers 'going  South'  cannot  do  better  than  take  Mr.  Kennedy's  experiences  as 
their  rule  of  conduct." — Morning  Post. 

" '  ]\Iy  Old  Playground  Revisited '  will  repay  perusal.  It  is  written  with  the 
ease  that  comes  of  long  ex-perience.''— Graphic. 

WORDS    OF    HOPE    AND     COMFORT     TO 

THOSE  IN  SORROW.  Dedicated  by  Permission  to  The  Queen. 
Fourth  Edition.      1  vol.  small  4to.     5s. 

"The  writer  of  the  tenderly-conceived  letters  in  this  volume  was  Mrs.  Juliut 
Hare,  a  sister  of  Mr.  Maurice.  They  are  instinct  with  the  devout  submissivenese 
and  fine  sympathy  which  we  associate  with  the  name  of  Maurice;  but  in  her  there 
is  added  a  winningness  of  tact,  and  sometimes,  too,  a  directness  of  language,  which 
we  hardly  And  even  in  the  brother.  The  letters  were  privately  printed  and  circu- 
lated, and  were  found  to  be  the  source  of  much  comfort,  which  they  cannot  fail 
to  afford  now  to  a  wide  circle.  A  sweetly-conceived  memorial  poem,  bearing 
the  well-known  initials,  'E.  H.  P.',  gives  a  very  faithful  outline  of  thelUe.'"— British 
Quarterly  Review. 

PLAIN  SPEAKING.    By  Author  of  "  John  Halifax, 

Gentleman."     1  vol.  crown  8vo.     10s.  6d. 
""We  recommend  'Plain  Speaking'  to  all  who  like  amusing,  wholesome,  and 
instructive  reading.     The  contents  of  Mrs.  Craik's  volume  are  of  the  most  multi- 
farious kind,  but  all  the  papers  are  good  and  readable,  and  one  at  least  of  them 
of  real  importance." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

MEMOIRS  OF  QUEEN  HORTENSE,  MOTHER 

OF  NAPOLEON  III.     Cheaper  Edition,  in  1  vol.     6s. 
"A  biography  of  the  beautiful  and  unhappy  Queen,  more  satisfactory  than  any 
we  have  yet  met  with." — Daily  Netrs. 


Gutter  t^e  (Especml  patronage  of  per  P^ajestu. 

Published  annually,   in   One   Vol.,  royal  8ro,   u?iM  the  Arms  beautifully 
engraved,  handsomely  bound,  with  gilt  edges,  price  31s.  6cf. 

LODGERS     PEERAGE 

AND   BAPtOXETAGE, 

CORRECTED    BY    THE    NOBILITY. 

THE   FIFTT-THIED  EDITION  FOE  1884  IS  NOW  EEADY. 

Lodge's  Peerage  and  Baeoxetage  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  most 
complete,  as  well  as  the  most  elegant,  work  of  the  kind.  As  an  esta- 
blished and  authentic  authority  on  all  questions  respecting  the  family 
histories,  honours,  and  connections  of  the  titled  aristocracy,  no  work  has 
ever  stood  so  high.  It  is  published  under  the  especial  patronage  of  Her 
Majesty,  and  is  annually  corrected  throughout,  from  the  personal  com- 
munications of  the  Nobility.  It  is  the  only  work  of  its  class  in  which,  the 
type  being  kept  constantly  standing,  every  correction  is  made  in  its  proper 
place  to  the  date  of  publication,  an  advantage  which  gives  it  supremacy 
over  all  its  competitors.  Independently  of  its  full  and  authentic  informa- 
tion respecting  the  existing  Peers  and  Baronets  of  the  realm,  the  most 
sedulous  attention  is  given  in  its  pages  to  the  collateral  branches  of  the 
various  noble  families,  and  the  names  of  many  thousand  individuals  are 
introduced,  which  do  not  appear  in  other  records  of  the  titled  classes.  For 
its  authority,  correctness,  and  facility  of  arrangement,  and  the  beauty  of 
its  typography  and  binding,  the  work  is  justly  entitled  to  the  place  it 
occupies  on  the  tables  of  Her  Majesty  and  the  Nobility. 

LIST  OF  THE  PRINCIPAL  CONTENTS. 

Historical  View  of  the  Peerage.  ;  The  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  EngiKud 

Pariiamentary  Roll  of  the  House  of  Lords.  |     and  Ireland. 

English,  Scotch,  and  Irish  Peers,  in  their    The  Baronetage  alphabetically  arranger., 
orders  of  Precedence.  '  Alphabetical  List  of  Surnames  assmueJ  by 

Alphabetical  List  of  Peers  of  Great  Britain  I     members  of  Noble  Families, 
and  the  United  Kingdom,  holding  supe-    Alphabetical  List  of  the  Second  Titles  of 
rior  rank  in  the  Scotch  or  Irish  Peerage.  !      Peers,    usually  borne    by  their    Eldest 

A  Iphabetical  list  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  j      Sons, 
holding  superior  titles  in  the  Peerage  of  i  Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Daughters   of 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  Kingdom.    I      Dukes,  Marquises,  and  Earls, -who.  >iav- 

A  Collective  list  of  Peers,  in  their  order  of  i      ing  married  Commoners,  retain  the  title 
Precedence.  I      of  Lady  before  their  own  Christiar  and 


Table  of  Precedency  among  Men.  !      their  Husband's  Surnames. 

Table  of  Precedency  among  Women.  Alphabetical  Index  to  the    Daughteis  of 

The  Queen  and  the  Royal  Family.  Viscounts    and    Barons,    who,    having 

Peers  of  the  Blood  Royal  [     married  Commoners,  are  styled  Eiviour- 

The  Peerage,  alphabetically  arranged.  [      able  Mrs. ;  and,  in  case  of  the  husband 

Families  of  such  Extinct  Peers  as  have  left       being  a  Baronet  or  Knight  Hon.  Ludy. 

Widows  or  Issue.  j  A  List  of  the  Orders  of  Knighthootl 

Alphabetical  List  of  the  Surnames  of  all  the  ,  Mottoes  alphabetically  arranged  and  trans- 


Peers,  lated. 


"This  work  is  the  most  perfect  and  elaborate  record  of  the  living  and  recently  de- 
ceased members  of  the  Peerage  of  the  Three  Kingdoms  as  it  stands  at  this  day.  It  is 
a  most  useful  publication.  We  are  happy  to  bear  testimony  to  the  fact  that  scrupulous 
accuracy  is  a  distinguishing  feature  of  this  book." — Times. 

"Lodge's  Peerage  must  supersede  all  other  works  of  the  kind,  for  two  reasons:  ilrst.  it 
is  on  a  better  plan ;  and  secondly,  it  is  better  executed.  We  can  safely  pronounce  it  to  be 
the  readiest,  the  most  useful,  and  exactest  of  modem  works  on  the  subject" — Sptctutor. 

"A  work  of  great  value.  It  is  the  most  faithful  record  we  possess  of  the  ansio- 
cracy  of  the  day."— Po5i. 

"The  best  existing,  and,  we  believe,  the  best  possible  Peerage.  It  is  the  st.andard 
a-ithority  on  the  subject" — Standard. 


HURST  AND   BLACKETTS 


THE    BRANDRETHS. 

By  the  Right  Hon.  A.  J.  B.  Beresfokd  Hope,  M.P., 

Author  of  "  Strictly  Tied  Up." 

"  In  'The  Brandreths '  we  have  a  sequel  to  Mr.  Beresford  Hope's  clever  novel  of 

Strictly  Tied  Up,'  and  we  may  add  that  it  is  a  decided  improvement  on  his 

mailen  effort.    Mr.  Ilope  writes  of  political  life  and  the  vicissitudes  of  parties 

with  the  knowledge  and  experience  of  a  veteran  politician.    The  novel  is  one 

which  will  repay  careful  reading." — Times. 

"  'The  Brandreths '  has  all  the  charm  of  its  predecessor.  The  great  attraction 
of  the  novel  is  the  easy,  conversational,  knowledgeable  tone  of  it ;  the  sketching 
from  the  life,  and  yet  not  so  close  to  the  life  as  to  be  malicious,  men,  women, 
periods,  and  events,  to  all  of  which  intelligent  readers  can  fit  a  name.  The  poli- 
tical and  social  sketches  will  naturally  excite  the  chief  interest  among  readers 
who  will  be  attracted  by  the  author's  name  and  experience." — Sj^ectator. 


SOPHY: 

OR   THE  ADVENTURES  OF  A   SAVAGE. 
By  Violet  Fane, 

Author  of  "Denzil  Pkce,"  &c. 

•' '  Sophy '  is  the  clever  and  original  work  of  a  clever  woman.  Its  merits  are  of 
a  strikingly  unusual  kind.  It  is  charged  throughout  with  the  strongest  human 
interest.    It  is,  in  a  word,  a  novel  that  will  make  its  mark." — World. 

"A  clever,  amusing,  and  interesting  story,  well  worth  reading." — Post. 

"  This  novel  is  as  amusing,  piquant,  droll,  and  suggestive  as  it  can  be.  It  over- 
flows with  humour,  nor  are  there  wanting  touches  of  genuine  feeling.  To  consider- 
able imaginative  power,  the  writer  joins  keen  observation." — Daily  News. 

'•'Sophy'  throughout  displays  accurate  knowledge  of  widely  differing  forms  of 
character,  and  remarkable  breadth  of  view.  It  is  one  of  the  few  current  novels 
that  may  not  impossibly  stand  the  test  of  time."— Graphic. 


MY    LORD    AND    MY    LADY. 

By  Mrs.  Forrester, 

Author  of  "Viva,"  "Mignou,"  &c. 

"  This  novel  will  take  a  high  place  among  the  successes  of  the  season.  It  is  as 
fresh  a  novel  as  it  is  interesting,  as  attractive  as  it  is  realistically  true,  as  full  of 
novelty  of  presentment  as  it  is  of  close  study  and  observation  of  life." — World. 

"  A  love  story  of  considerable  interest.  The  novel  is  full  of  surprises,  and  will 
serve  to  while  away  a  leisure  hour  most  agreeably." — Daili)  Telegraph. 

"  A  very  capital  novel.  The  great  charm  about  it  is  that  Mrs.  Forrester  is  quite 
at  home  in  the  society  which  she  describes.    It  is  a  book  to  read." — Standard. 

"  Mrs.  Forrester's  style  is  so  fresh  and  graphic  that  the  reader  is  kept  under  its 
spell  from  first  to  last."— /'osf. 


HIS    LITTLE    MOTHER:    and  Other  Tales. 

By  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax,  Gentleman." 

"This  is  an  interesting  book,  written  in  a  pleasant  manner,  and  full  of  shrewd 
observation  and  kindly  feeling.  It  is  a  book  that  will  be  read  with  interest,  and 
that  cannot  be  lightly  forgotten." — .S<.  James's  Gazette. 

"The  Author  of  'John  Halifax'  always  writes  with  grace  and  feeling,  and 
.never  more  so  than  in  the  present  volume."' — Morning  Post. 

"'His  Little  Mother'  is  one  of  those  pathetic  stories  which  the  author  tells 
better  than  anybody  else." — John  Bull. 

"  This  book  is  written  with  all  Mrs.  Craik's  grace  of  style,  the  chief  charm  of 
which,  after  all,  is  its  simplicity." — Glasgow  Herald. 


THE  NEW  AND  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

PUBLISHED  BY  HUKST  &  BLACKETT. 


MR.  NOBODY.     By  Mrs.   John  Kent   Spender, 

Author  of  "  Godwyn's  Ordeal,"  "  Both  in  the  Wrong,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"This  is  a  novel  out  of  the  common.  There  are  some  bright  and  Uvely  scenes. 
The  principal  character,  the  waif  who  became  the  millionaire,  is  a  fine  conception 
in  many  respects,  and  is  well  worked  up."— .Sf.  James's  Gazette. 

••  Mrs.  Spender's  novels  do  not  show  any  falling  off  in  merit.  They  are  quite 
readable  and  by  no  means  ill- written,  while  the  author  appears  to  take  consider- 
able pains  with  their  construction."— <S'a;«rc/ai/  Review. 

KEEP  TROTH.    By  Walter  L.  Bicknell,  M.A. 

3  vols. 
"  There  are  many  passages  in  this  clever  and  interesting  novel  which  lead  to 
more  serious  reflection  than  works  of  fiction,  even  of  the  higher  class,  are  wont 
to  awaken.'" — Spectator. 

THE  MASTER   OF  ABERFELDIE.    By  James 

Grant,  Author  of  "  The  Romance  of  War,"  &c.   3  vols. 
"  The  graphic  picture  of  the  battle  of  Tel-el- Kebir.  which  Mr.  Grant  gives  in  his 
novel,  augments  the  effect  of  a  romance  which  bears  witness  to  the  authors 
powers."— ^(.  James's  Gazette. 

THE  PITY  OF  IT.     By  Mrs.  M.  E.  Smith,  Author 

of  "  It  Might  have  Been,"  "  Tit  for  Tat,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"A  bright  story.  The  principal  character  is  fresh  and  lovable.  The  plot  is 
well  worked  out  in  all  its  details."' — Morning  Post. 

"  A  very  readable  story.  There  is  plenty  of  movement  and  mystery  inlthe 
latter  part  of  the  tioo^."— Daily  Telegraph. 

HER  SAILOR  LOVE.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid,  Author 

of  "  Patty,"  "  Diane,"  &c.     3  vols.  — 

"  This  is  a  good  busine.ss-like  novel  of  the  homely  sort  There  is  a  great  deal 
in  the  story  to  awaken  interest,  and  not  a  little  to  afford  pleasure  and  entertain- 
menL'" — Illustrated  London  News. 

WE  TWO.     By  Edna  Lyall,  Author  of  '^  Donovan," 

&c.     3  vols. 
"  A  work  of  deep  thought  and  much  power.    Serious  as  it  is,  it  is  now  and  then 
brightened  by  rays  of  genuine  hiunour.    Altogether  this  story  is  more  aud  better 
than  a  novel." — Morning  Post. 

TO  HAVE  AND  TO  HOLD.    By  Sarah  Stredder, 

Author  of  "  The  Fate  of  a  Year,"  &c.     3^013. 
"This  novel  is  strong  and  romantic.     It  is  a  tale  of  real  life,  with  incidents  of 
po  stirring  a  nature  that  they  cannot  fail  to  arrest  attention.''— J/c//-«i«y  Post. 

OMNIA  VANITAS  :  A  Tale  of  Society.    By  Mrs. 

FoRKESTER,  Author  of  "Viva,"  <fcc.    Third  Edition.    1  vol. 
"  This  book  is  pleasant  and  well  meant.   Here  and  there  are  some  good  touches: 
Sir  Ealph  is  a  man  worth  reading  about." — Academy. 

DAWN.    By  H.  Rider  Haggard.    3  vols. 

"This  novel  is  well  written,  it  has  considerable  interest  of  plot,  and  the  author 
shows  not  a  little  ability  in  character-drawing." — Academy. 

"■  Mr.  Haggard  writes  with  a  flowing  pen,  and  succeeds  in  maintaining  the 
reader's  interest.  The  plot  is  very  skilfully  developed,  and  many  of  the  scenes 
are  powerfully  realised." — Scotsman. 

DONOVAN.    By  Edna  Lyall,  Author  of    ''We 

Two,"  (tc.     3  vols. 
"Ttiis  novel  is  thoroughly  well  written;  it  is  full  of  scenes  which  prove  the 
author's  powers  of  observation  and  description  ;  it  contains  variety  ot  iucideut, 

and  has  much  real  merit.    The  character  of  Donovan  is  powerfully  drawa" 

Morning  Post. 
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JOY.     By  May  Crommelin,  Autlior  of  '' Queenie," 

"  Orange  Lily,"  &c.     3  vols.     (In  September.) 

INCOGNITA.     By  Henry  Cresswell,  Author  of 

"  A  Modern  Greek  Heroine,"  &c.     3  vols. 

ON  THE  SPUR  OF  THE  MOMENT.    By  John 

Mills,  Author  of   "  The  Old   English  Gentleman,"  &c.     3    vols. 

THE   DOUBLE  DUTCHMAN.      By   Catharine 

Childar,  Author  of  "  The   Future   Marquis,"  &c.     3  vols,     (/w 
S('pte7nber.) 

LADY    LOWATER'S    COMPANION.       By    the 

Author  of  "  St.  Olave's,"  "  Janita's  Cross,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"  Pure  in  tone  ami  abounding  in  incident,  this  novel  deserves  warm  commen- 
dation."— Morning  Post. 

"ihe  characters  are  well  drawn,  and  have  the  merit  of  being  exceedingly 
natural.'' — Guardian. 

GAYTHORNE  HALL.    Bj  John  M.  FoTHERGn^L. 

3  vols, 

"  The  author  has  produced  a  good  story,  in  which  are  found  several  characters 
that  show  marked  individuality."'— il/orntwg'  Post. 

"'(laythorne  Hall'  treats  of  a  period  of  fierce  political  and  social  struggle  in 
a  style  replete  with  instruction  and  i&scm&tion."— Newcastle  Chronicle. 

THE  COUNTER  OF  THIS  WORLD.     By  Lilias 

Wassermakn  and  Isabella  Weddle,  Authors  of  "  A  Man  of  the 
Day,"  "  David  Armstrong,"  &c.     3  vols. 
"The  plot  of    this  novel  is  constructed  with    care,   and  worked    out    with 
attention."— i4^AewaM/«. 

"  This  novel  is  powerfully  written,  and  will  repay  perusal.  The  style  is  vigor- 
ous and  unaffected."' — Post. 

VENUS'  DOVES.      By  Ida  Ashworth  Taylor. 

3  vols. 

'"Venus'  Doves'  is  a  graceful  and  well-written  novel.  Miss  Taylor's  studies 
of  character  are  finished  and  delicate,  and  the  actors  are  cultivated  and  refined 
people.     It  is  a  pleasant  'boo\i." —Athena  urn. 

"  A  very  pretty  ytory,  very  prettily  told.  "We  recommend  it  strongly  as  a  tale 
which  is  interesting  as  well  as  pure  and  gooA.^'— Standard. 

THE  MAN  SHE  CARED  FOR.  By  F.W.  Robinson, 

Author  of  "  Grandmother's  Money,"  &c.     3" vols. 
"A  genuinely  pleasant  tale.     The  interest  accumulates  as  the  story  proceeds. 
It  contains  some  passages  and  some  delineations  of  character  which  may  com- 
pare with  Mr.  Robinson's  most  successful  vfov'k.''—Athena'unu 

A  BEGGAR  ON  HORSEBACK.     By  Mrs.  Power 

O'DoNOGHUE,  Author  of  "  Ladies  on  Horseback,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"  This  story  has  a  great  deal  of  real  pathos,  and  is  interesting  as  a  study  of 
Hibernian  character."- yl^/;e«fr«»/. 

"There  is  great  cleverness  in  this  novel.  The  plot  is  good  and  the  studies  of 
character  excellent.'"— ^co<s»j«n. 


HURST  &BLACKETT"S  STAXD.1ED  LIBRAET 

OF    CHEAP   EDITIONS    OF 

POPULAR     MODERN    WORKS. 

ILLUSTRATED   BY  SIR   JOHN   GILBERT,    3IILLAIS,  HOLMAN  HUNT,    BIRKET 
FOSTER,  LEECH,  SANDYS,  TEN-NIEL,  ETC. 

Each  in  a  Single  Volume,  with  Frontispiece,  price  5s. 


I.— SAM  SLICK'S  NATURE  AND  HUMAN  NATURE. 

•'The  first  volume  of  Messn?.  Hurst  and  Blacketf  s  Standard  Library  of  Cheap  Editions 
forms  a  very  good  beginning  to  what  will  doubtless  be  a  very  successful  undertaking 
'Nature  and  Human  Nature  '  is  one  of  the  best  of  Sam  Slicks  witty  and  humorous  pro- 
ductions, and  well  entitled  to  the  large  circulation  which  it  cannot  fail  to  obtain  in  its 
present  convenient  and  cheap  shape.  The  volume  combines  with  the  great  recommenda- 
tions of  a  clear,  bold  type  and  good  paper,  the  lesser,  but  attractive  merits  of  being  well 
illustrated  and  elegantly  bound." — Morning  Post. 


n.— JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

"The  nftw  and  cheaper  edition  of  this  interesting  work  will  doubtles?  meet  with  great 
success.  John  Halifax,  the  hero  of  this  most  beautiful  story,  is  no  ordinary  hero,  and 
this  his  history  is  no  ordinary  book.  It  is  a  full-length  portrait  of  a  true  gentleman,  one 
of  nature's  own  nobility.  It  is  also  the  history  of  a  home,  and  a  thoroughly  English  one. 
The  work  abounds  in  incident,  and  many  of  the  scenes  are  full  of  graphic  power  and  true 
pathos.     It  is  a  book  that  few  will  read  without  becoming  wiser  and  heix^v."— Scotsman, 

"This  story  is  very  interesting.  The  attachment  between  John  Halifax  and  his  wife  is 
beautifully  painted,  as  are  the  pictures  of  their  domestic  life,  and  the  growing  up  of  their 
children;  and  the  conclusion  of  the  book  is  beautiful  and  touching." — Athenssum. 


ITL— THE  CRESCENT  AND  THE  CROSS. 

BY  ELIOT  WARBURTOX. 

"Independent  of  its  value  as  an  original  narrative,  and  its  useful  and  interesting 
information,  this  work  is  remarkable  for  the  colouring  power  and  play  of  fancy  with 
which  its  descriptions  are  enlivened.  Among  its  greatest  and  most  lasting  charms'  is  its 
reverent  and  serious  spirit." — Quarterly  Review. 

"  Mr.  Warburton  has  fulfilled  the  promise  of  his  title-page.  The  '  Realities  of  Eastern 
Travel '  are  described  with  a  vividness  which  invests  them  with  deep  and  abiding  inter- 
est;  while  the  'Romantic'  adventures  which  the  enterprising  tourist  met  with  in  his 
course  are  narrated  with  a  spirit  which  shows  how  much  he  enjoyed  these  reliefs  from 
the  ennui  of  eyery-day  life.'' — Globe. 


IV.— NATHALIE. 
BY  JULL\  KAVAXAGH. 


"'Nathalie' is  Miss  Kavanagh's  best  imaginative  effort.  Its  manner  is  gracious  and 
attractive.  Its  matter  is  good.  A  sentiment,  a  tenderness,  are  commanded  by  her  which 
are  as  individual  as  they  are  elegant  "We  should  not  soon  come  to  an  end  were  we  to 
specify  all  the  delicate  touches  and  attractive  pictures  which  place  '  NathaUe  '  high  among 
hooks  of  its  class." — Atheiueuin, 


v.— A  WOMAN'S  THOUGHTS  ABOUT  WOMEN. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR   OF   "  JOHX  HALIFAX,   GEXTLEMAX.'" 

"These  thoughts  are  good  and  humane.  They  are  thoughts  we  would  wish  women  to 
think :  they  are  much  more  to  the  purpose  than  the  treatises  upon  the  women  and  daugh- 
ters of  England,  which  were  fashionable  some  years  ago,  and  these  thoughts  mark  the 
progress  of  opinion,  and  indicate  a  higher  tone  of  character,  and  a  juster  estimate  of 
woman's  position." — Athenaenm. 

"This  excellent  book  is  chanicterised  by  good  sense,  good  taste,  and  feeling,  and  ia 
written  in  an  earnest,  philanihropic,  as  well  as  practical  spirit"— Jloming  PosL 
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VI.— ADAM  GRAEME  OF  MOSSGRAY. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"'Adam  Graeme'  is  a  story  awakening  genuine  emotions  of  interest  and  delight  by  ita 
admirable  pictures  of  Scottish  life  and  scenery.  The  plot  is  cleverly  complicated,  and 
there  is  great  vitality  in  the  dialogue,  and  remarkable  brilliancy  in  the  descriptive  paR- 
sages,  as  who  that  has  read  'Margaret  Maitland '  would  not  be  prepared  to  expect? 
But  the  story  has  a  'mightier  magnet  still,'  in  the  healthy  tone  which  pervades  it,  in  its 
feminine  delicacy  of  thought  and  diction,  and  in  the  truly  womanly  tenderness  of  its 
sentiments.  The  eloquent  author  sets  before  us  the  essential  attributes  of  Christian 
virtue,  their  deep  and  silent  workings  in  the  heart,  and  their  beautiful  manifestations  in 
the  life,  wi'h  a  delicacy,  a  power,  and  a  truth  which  can  hardly  be  surpassed." — Morning 
Post. 


VII.— SAM  SLICK'S  WISE  SAWS  AND 
MODERN  INSTANCES. 

"We  have  not  the  slightest  intention  to  criticise  this  book.  Its  reputation  is  made,  and 
will  stand  as  long  as  that  of  Scott's  or  Bulwer's  novels.  The  remarkable  originality  of 
its  purpose,  and  the  happy  description  it  affords  of  American  life  and  manners,  still  con- 
tinue the  subject  of  universal  admiration.  To  say  thus  much  is  to  say  enough,  though  we 
must  just  mention  that  the  new  edition  forms  a  part  of  the  Publishers'  Cheap  Standard 
Library,  which  has  included  some  of  the  very  best  specimens  of  light  literature  that  ever 
have  been  writteri."— Messenger. 


VIIL— CARDINAL  WISEMAN'S  RECOLLECTIONS 
OF  THE  LAST  FOUR  POPES. 

"  A  picturesque  book  on  Rome  and  its  ecclesiastical  sovereigns,  by  an  eloquent  Eomnn 
Catholic.  Cardinal  Wiseman  has  here  treated  a  special  subject  with  so  much  generality 
and  geniality  that  his  recollections  will  excite  no  ill-feeling  in  those  who  are  most  con- 
Bcientiously  opposed  to  every  idea  of  human  infallibility  represented  ifi- Papal  domination." 
— Athenxwn. 


IX.— A  LIFE  FOR  A  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEIklAN." 

"We  are  always  glad  to  welcome  Mrs.  Craik.  She  writes  from  her  own  convic- 
tions, and  she  has  the  power  not  only  to  conceive  clearly  what  it  is  that  she  wishes  to 
say,  but  to  express  it  in  language  effective  and  vigorous.  In  '  A  Life  for  a  Life  '  she  is 
fortunate  in  a  good  subject,  and  she  has  produced  a  work  of  strong  effect  The 
reader,  having  read  the  book  through  for  the  story,  will  be  apt  (if  he  be  of  our  per- 
suasion) to  return  and  read  again  many  pages  and  passages  with  greater  pleasure 
than  on  a  first  perusal.  The  whole  book  is  replete  with  a  graceful,  tender  deli- 
cacy; and,  in  addition  to  its  other  merits,  it  is  written  in  good  careful  English." — 
Athenneum. 

"'A  Life  for  a  Life '  is  a  book  of  a  high  class.  The  characters  are  depicted  with  a 
masterly  hand;  the  events  are  dramatically  set  forth;  the  descriptions  of  scenery  and 
sketches  of  society  are  admirably  penned ;  moreover,  the  work  has  an  object— a  clearly 
defined  moral — most  poetically,  most  beautifully  drawn,  and  through  all  there  is  that 
strong,  reflective  mind  visible  which  lays  bare  the  human  heart  and  human  mind  to  the 
very  core."— Morniiirj  Post. 


X.— THE  OLD  COURT  SUBURB. 

BY  LEIGH  HUNT. 

"A  book  which  has  afforded  us  no  slight  gratiflcation." — Athenmum. 

"  From  the  mixture  of  description,  anecdote,  biography,  and  criticism,  this  book  is  very 
pleasant  reading." — Spectator. 

"  A  more  agreeable  and  entertaining  book  has  not  been  published  since  Boswell  pro. 
duced  his  reminiscences  of  3 ohnsoxi."— Observer. 
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XI.— MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  THE  VALLEY  OF  A  HUNDRED  FIRES." 

"  We  recommend  all  who  are  in  search  of  a  fascinating  novel  to  read  this  work  for 
themselves.  They  will  find  it  well  worth  their  while.  There  are  a  freshness  and  origin- 
ality about  it  quite  charming,  and  there  is  a  certain  nobleness  La  the  treatment  both  of 
sentiment  and  incident  which  is  not  often  founi."— Athenaeum. 


XII.— THE  OLD  JUDGE ;  OR,  LIFE  IN  A  COLOmT. 

BY  SAM  SLICK. 

"  A  peculiar  interest  attaches  to  sketches  of  colonial  life,  and  readers  could  not  have  a 
safer  guide  than  the  talented  author  of  this  work,  who,  by  a  residence  of  half  a  century, 
has  practically  grasped  the  habits,  manners,  and  social  conditions  of  the  colonists  he  de- 
scribes. All  who  wish  to  form  a  fair  idea  of  the  difficulties  and  pleasures  of  life  in  a  new 
country,  unlike  England  in  some  respects,  yet  like  it  in  many,  should  read  this  book." — 
John  Bull. 


Xm.— DARIEN;   OR,  THE  MERCHANT  PRIN3E. 

BY  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 

"  This  last  production  of  the  author  of  '  The  Crescent  and  the  Cross '  has  the  same 
elements  of  a  very  wide  popularity.    It  will  please  its  thousands." — Globe. 

" Eliot  Warburton's  active  and  productive  genius  is  amply  exemplified  in  the  present 
book.  "We  have  seldom  met  with  any  work  ia  which  the  realities  of  history  and  the 
poetry  of  fiction  were  more  happily  inteTwo\en."— Illustrated  Neics. 


Xiy.— FAMILY  ROMANCE ;  OR,  DOMESTIC  ANNALS 
OF  THE  ARISTOCRACY. 

BY  SIR  BERNARD  BURKE,  ULSTER  KING  OF  ARMS. 

"  It  were  impossible  to  praise  too  highly  this  most  interesting  book,  whether  we  should 
have  regard  to  its  excellent  plan  or  its  not  less  excellent  execution.  It  ought  to  be  found 
on  everj'  drawing-room  table.  Here  you  have  nearly  fifty  captivating  romances  with  the 
pith  of  all  their  interest  preserved  in  undiminished  poignancy,  and  any  one  may  be  read 
in  half  an  hour.  It  is  not  the  least  of  their  merits  that  the  romances  are  founded  on  fact 
— or  what,  at  least,  has  been  handed  down  for  truth  by  long  tradition — and  the  romance 
of  reality  far  exceeds  the  romance  of  Action."— Standard. 


XY.— THE  LAIRD  OF  NORLAW. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"We  have  had  frequent  opportunities  of  commending  Messrs.  Hurst  and  Blackett'B 
Standard  Library.  For  neatness,  elegance,  and  distinctness  the  volumes  in  this  series 
surpass  anything  with  which  we  are  familiar.  'The  Laird  of  Xorlaw'  will  fuliy  sustain 
tae  author's  high  reputation.  The  reader  is  carried  on  from  first  to  last  with  an  energy 
of  sympathy  that  never  flags." — Sunday  Times. 

"*Tbe  Laird  of  Xorlaw'  is  worthy  of  the  author's  reputation.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
exquisite  of  modem  novels."— Observer. 


XVL— THE  ENGLISHWOMAN  IN  ITALY. 
BY  MRS.  G.  GRETTON. 

"Mrs.  Gretton  had  opportunities  which  rarely  fall  to  the  lot  of  strangers  of  becoming 
acquainted  with  the  inner  life  and  habits  of  a  part  of  the  Italian  peninsula  which  is  the 
very  centre  of  the  national  cri.-iis.  We  can  praise  her  performance  as  interesting,  unexag 
ger  ited,  and  full  of  opportune  instruction." — The  Times. 

'•  Mis.  Grettons  book  is  timely,  life-iike,  and  for  every  reason  to  be  recommended.  It 
is  impossible  to  close  the  book  without  liking  the  writer  as  well  as  the  subject.  The  wosk 
is  engaging,  because  real.'' — Athenxum. 
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XVII.— NOTHING  NEW. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

'"Nothing  New' displays  all  those  superior  merits  which  have  made  'John  Halifax' 
one  of  the  most  popular  works  of  the  day.  There  is  a  force  and  truthfulness  about  these 
tales  which  mark  them  as  the  production  of  no  ordinary  mind,  and  we  cordially  recom- 
mend them  to  the  perusal  of  all  lovers  of  fiction.' — Morning  Post. 


XVIIL— LIFE  OF  JEANNE  D'ALBRET,  QUEEN  OF 
NAVARRE. 

BY  MISS   FREER. 

"We  have  read  this  book  with  great  pleasure,  and  have  no  hesitation  in  recommending 
it  to  general  perusal.  It  reflects  the  highest  credit  on  the  industry  and  ability  of  Miss 
Freer.  Nothing  can  be  more  interesting  than  her  story  of  the  life  of  Jeanne  D'Albret, 
and  the  narrative  is  as  trustworthy  as  it  is  attractive."— Ifor/uw^  Post. 


XIX.— THE  VALLEY  OF  A  HUNDRED  FIRES. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS." 

"If  asked  to  classify  this  work,  we  should  give  it  a  place  between  'John  Halifax'  and 
'The  Caxtons.'  " — Standard. 
"The  spirit  in  which  the  whole  book  is  written  is  refined  and  good." — Athenxum. 
"  This  is  in  every  sense  a  charming  novel." — Messenger. 


XX.— THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  FORUM;  OR,  NARRATIVES, 
SCENES,  AND  ANECDOTES  FROM  COURTS  OF  JUSTICE. 

BY  PETER  BURKE,  SERJEANT  AT  LAW. 

"  This  attractive  book  will  be  perused  with  much  interest.  It  contains  a  great  variety 
of  singular  and  highly  romantic  stories." — John  Bull. 

"A  work  of  singular  interest,  which  can  never  fail  to  charm  and  absorb  the  reader's 
attention.  The  present  cheap  and  elegant  edition  includes  the  true  story  of  the  Colleen 
B&yfn."—Illmtrated  JVews. 


XXL— ADELE. 

BY   JULIA   KAVANAGH. 

"'Adfele'  is  the  best  work  we  have  read  by  Miss  Kavanagh;  it  is  a  charming  story, 
full  of  delicate  character-painting.  The  interest  kindled  in  the  first  chapter  burns  brightly 
to  the  close." — Atltena'um. 

'• '  Adl'le '  will  fully  sustain  the  reputation  of  Miss  Kavanagh,  high  as  it  already  ranks." 
■ — John  Bull. 

"'Adble'  is  a  love-story  of  very  considerable  pathos  and  power.  It  is  a  very  clever 
novel." — Daily  News. 


XXIL— STUDIES  FROM  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF    "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"These  'Studies '  are  truthful  and  vivid  pictures  of  life,  often  earnest,  always  full  of  right 
feeling,  and  occasionally  lightened  by  touches  of  quiet,  genial  humour.  The  volume  is  re- 
markable for  thought,  sound  sense,  shrewd  observation,  and  kind  and  sympathetic  feeling 
for  all  things  good  and  beautiful." — Morning  Post. 

"These  'Studies  from  Life  '  are  remarkable  for  graphic  power  and  observation.  The 
book  will  not  diminish  the  reputation  of  the  accomplished  author." —Saturday  Review 
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XXm.— GRANDMOTHER  S  MONEY. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

"  "We  commend  '  Grandmother's  Money '  to  readers  in  search  of  a  good  noyeL    Tho 
characters  are  true  to  human  nature,  and  the  story  is  interesting."— ^fAe/we«7n. 


XXIV.— A  BOOK  ABOUT  DOCTORS. 

BY  JOHN  CORDY  JEAFFRESON. 

"  A  book  to  be  read  and  re-read;  fit  for  the  study  as  well  as  the  drawing-room  table  and 
the  circulating  library. " — Lancet. 

"This  is  a  pleasant  book  for  the  fireside  season,  and  for  the  seaside  season.  Mr.  Jeaffre- 
8on  has.  out  of  hundreds  of  volumes,  collected  thousands  of  good  things,  adding  thereto 
much  that  appears  in  print  for  the  first  time,  and  which,  of  course,  gives  increased  valuo 
to  this  very  readable  book." — Athenceum. 


XXV.— NO    CHURCH. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

""We  advise  all  who  have  the  opportunity  to  read  this  book.    It  ia  well  worth  the 
study." — Athenaeum. 
"  A  work  of  great  originality,  merit,  and  power." — Standard. 


XXVI.— MISTRESS  AND  MAID. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"A  good  wholesome  book,  gracefully  written,  and  as  pleasant  to  read  as  it  is  instrac- 
ti  ve. " — AthencEum. 

'*  A  charming  tale,  charmingly  told." — Standard 

"All  lovers  of  a  good  novel  will  hail  with  delight  another  of  Mrs.  Craik"s  charming 
stories."'— /oAn  Bull. 


XXVn.— LOST  AND  SAVED. 

BY  THE  HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

" '  Lost  and  Saved '  will  be  read  with  eager  interest  by  those  who  love  a  touching  story. 
It  is  a  vigorous  uoveV— Times. 

•'This  story  is  animated,  full  of  exciting  situations  and  stirring  incidents.  The  charac- 
ters are  delineated  with  great  power.  Above  and  beyond  these  elements  of  a  good  novel, 
there  is  that  indefinable  charm  with  which  true  genius  invests  all  it  touches." — Daily  Seics. 


XXVIIL— LES  MISERABLES. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 

Authonsed  Copyright  English  Translation. 

"The  merits  of  'Les  Miserables '  do  not  merely  consist  in  the  conception  of  it  as  a 
whole  ;  it  abounds  with  details  of  imeqnalled  beauty.  M.  Victor  Hugo  has  stami)ed  upon 
every  page  the  hall-mark  of  genius."— Quarter/y  Review. 


XXIX.— BARBARA'S  HISTORY. 

BY  AMELL\  B.  EDWARDS. 

"It  is  not  often  that  we  light  upon  a  novel  of  so  much  merit  and  interest  as 
•Barbara's  History.'  It  is  a  work  conspicuous  for  taste  and  literary  culture.  It  is  a  very 
graceful  and  charming  book,  with  a  well-managed  story,  clearly-cut  characters,  and 
sentiments  expressed  with  an  exquisite  elocution.  The  dialogues  especially  sparkle  with 
repartee.  It  is  a  book  which  the  world  will  like.  This  is  high  praise  of  a  work  of  arV 
and  so  we  intend  it"— JA^  Times. 
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XXX.— LIFE  OF  THE  REV.  EDWARD  IRVING. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"  A  good  book  on  a  most  interesting  theme." — Times. 

"A  truly  interesting  and  most  affecting  memoir.  'Irving's  Life'  ongbt  to  have  a  niche 
in  every  gallery  of  religious  biography.  There  are  few  lives  that  will  be  fuller  of  in- 
struction, interest,  and  consolation." — Saturdaij  Review. 


XXXI.— ST.  OLAVE'S. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JANITA'S  CROSS." 

"  This  novel  is  the  work  of  one  who  possesses  a  great  talent  for  writing,  as  well  as 
experience  and  knowledge  of  the  world.    The  whole  book  is  worth  reading."— Athenceum. 

"  '  St  Olave's  '  belongs  to  a  lofty  order  of  tlction.  It  is  a  good  novel,  but  it  is  something 
more.  It  is  written  with  unflagging  ability,  and  it  is  as  even  as  it  is  clever.  The  author 
has  determined  to  do  nothing  short  of  the  best,  and  has  succeeded." — Morning  Post. 


XXXII.— SAM  SLICK'S  TRAITS  OF  AMERICAN  HTTMOTJR. 

"  Dip  where  you  will  into  this  lottery  of  fun,  you  are  sure  to  draw  out  a  prize.    These 
'  Traits '  exhibit  most  successfully  the  broad  national  features  of  American  humour."— Post. 


XXXIII.— CHRISTIAN'S  MISTAKE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"A  more  charming  story  has  rarely  been  written.  It  is  a  choice  gift  to  be  able  thus  to 
render  human  nature  so  truly,  to  penetrate  its  depths  with  such  a  searching  sagacity,  and 
to  illuminate  them  with  a  radiance  so  eminently  the  writer's  owa" — Times. 


XXXIV.— ALEC  FORBES  OF  HOWGLEN. 

BY  GEORGE  MAO  DONALD,  LL.D. 

"  No  account  of  this  story  would  give  any  idea  of  the  profound  interest  that  pervades 
the  work  from  the  first  page  to  the  last." — Athenccum. 

"  A  novel  of  uncommon  merit.  Sir  Walter  Scott  said  he  would  advise  no  man  to  try 
to  read  '  Clarissa  Harlowe  '  out  loud  in  company  if  he  wished  to  keep  his  character  for 
manly  superiority  to  tears.  "We  fancy  a  good  many  hardened  old  novel-readers  will  feel 
a  rising  in  the  throat  as  they  follow  the  fortunes  of  Alec  and  Annie."— PaZZ  Mall  Gazette. 


XXXV.— AGNES 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 


"  'Agnes '  is  a  novel  supei'ior  to  any  of  Mrs.  Oliphant's  former  works." — Athenceum. 

"Mrs.  Oliphant  is  one  of  the  most  admirable  of  our  novelists.  In  her  works  there 
are  alwa'ys  to  bo  found  high  principle,  good  taste,  sense,  and  refinement.  'Agnes  '  is 
a  story  whose  pathetic  beauty  will  appeal  irresistibly  to  all  readers." — Morning  Post. 

XXXVL— A  NOBLE  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"Few  men  and  no  women  will  read  'A  Noble  Life'  without  feeling  themselves  the 
better  for  the  eiiovV— Spectator. 

"  A  beautilully  written  and  touching  tale.    It  is  a  noble  hoo]i."— Morning  Post. 

"'A  Noble  Life'  is  remarkable  for  the  high  types  of  character  it  presents,  and  the 
mkill  with  which  they  are  made  to  work  out  a  stoiy  of  powerful  and  pathetic  interest." 
—Daily  News. 

XXXVII.— NEW  AMERICA. 

BY  W.  IIKPWORTH  DIXON. 
"A  very  interesting  book.    Mr.  Dixon  has  written  thoughtfully  and  y^eW— Times. 
"We  recommend  everyone  who   feels  any  interest  in   human  nature  to  read  Mr. 
Dixon's  very  interesting  hook."— Saturday  Picview. 

G 
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XXXVIIL— ROBERT  FALCOKER. 

BY  GEORGE  MAC  DOXALD,  LL.D. 

"'Kobert  Falconer"  is  a  work  brimful  of  life  and  humour  and  of  the  deepest  human 
interest.  It  is  a  book  to  be  returned  to  again  and  again  for  the  deep  and  searching 
knowledge  it  evinces  of  human  thoughts  and  feelings."— ^fAencEMm. 


XXXIX.— THE  WOMAN'S  KINGDOM. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLE:MAN." 

" 'The  Woman's  Kingdom' sustains  the  author's  reputation  as  a  writer  of  the  purest 
and  noblest  kind  of  domestic  stories." — Aihenceum, 

*' '  The  Woman's  Kingdom '  is  remarkable  for  its  romantic  interest.  The  characters  are 
masterpieces.    Edna  is  worthy  of  the  hand  that  drew  John  Halifax." — Morning  Post. 


XL.— ANNALS  OF  AN  EVENTFUL  LIFE. 

BY  GEORGE  WEBBE  DASEXT,  D.C.L. 

"A  racy,  well-written,  and  original  novel.    The  interest  never  flags.    The  whole  work 
sparkles  with  wit  and  hnmoxir."— Quarterly  Review. 


XLL— DAVID  ELGINBROD. 

BY  GEORGE   MAC   DOXALD,   LL.D. 

"A  novel  which  is  the  work  of  a  man  of  genius.     It  will  attract  the  highest  class  of 
readers." — Tiims. 


XLIL— A  BRAVE  LADY. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GEXTLEMAX." 

"We  earnestly  recommend  this  novel.  It  is  a  special  and  worthy  specimen  of  the 
author's  remarkable  powers.     The  reader's  attention  never  for  a  moment  flags.'' — Post 

"'A  Brave  Lady'  thoroughly  rivets  the  unmingled  sympathy  of  the  reader,  and  her 
history  deserves  to  stand  foremost  among  the  author's  works." — Daily  Telegraph. 


XLin.— HANNAH. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"A  very  pleasant,  healthy  story,  well  and  artistically  told.  The  book  is  sure  of  a  wiJe 
circle  of  readers.    The  character  of  Hannah  is  one  of  rare  beauty."' — Standard. 

"A  powerful  novel  of  social  and  domestic  life.  One  of  the  most  successful  efforts  of  a 
Baccessfol  novelist" — Daily  Neus. 


XLIY.— SAM  SLICK'S  AMERICANS  AT  HOME. 

"  This  is  one  of  the  most  amusing  books  that  wo  ever  xed^dL'" —Standard. 
"  'The  Americans  at  Home'  will  not  be  less  popular  than  any  of  Judge  Halliburton'* 
previous  works."— ifarni«sf  Post. 

XLV.— THE  UNKIND  WORD. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  These  stories  are  gems  of  narrative.  Indeed,  some  of  them,  in  their  touching  grace 
and  simplicity,  seem  to  us  to  possess  a  charm  even  beyond  the  authoress's  most  popular 
novels.  Of  none  of  them  can  this  be  said  more  emphatically  than  of  that  which  opens  the 
series,  '  The  Unkind  Word.'  It  is  wonderful  to  see  the  imagiuative  power  displayed  ia 
the  few  delicate  touches  by  which  this  successful  love-story  is  sketched  out" — Tlie  Echo. 
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XLVI.— A  EOSE  IN  JUNE. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"'A  Rose  in  June'  is  as  pretty  as  its  title.  The  story  is  one  of  the  best  and  most 
■touching  which  we  owe  to  the  industry  and  talent  of  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and  may  hold  its  own 
-with  even  '  The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford.'  "—Times. 


XLVII.— MY  LITTLE  LADY. 

BY  E.  FRANCES  POYXTER. 

"This  story  presents  a  number  of  vivid  and  very  charming  pictures  Indeed,  the  whole 
■bool^:  is  charming.  It  is  interesting  in  both  character  and  story,  and  thoroughly  good  of 
its  MnA." ^Saturday  Review. 


XLVIII.— PHCEBE,  JUNIOR. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"This  last  'Chronicle  of  Carlingford'  not  merely  takes  rank  fairly  beside  the  first 
which  introduced  us  to  '  Salem  Chapel,'  but  surpasses  all  the  intermediate  records, 
■f  Lcebe,  Junior,  herself  is  admirably  drawn."— ylca(i<;my. 


XLIX.— LIFE  OF  MAEIE  ANTOINETTE. 

BY  PROFESSOR  CHARLES  DUKE  YONGE. 

"  A  work  of  remarkable  merit  and  interest,  which  will,  we  doubt  not,  become  the  most 
popular  English  history  of  Marie  Antoinette." — Spectator. 

"This  book  is  well  written,  and  of  thrilling  interest."— .icademj^. 


L.— SIR  GIBBIE. 

BY  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

"  '  Sir  Gibbie '  is  a  book  of  genius." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  This  book  has  power,  pathos,  and  humour.    There  is  not  a  character  which  is  not 
lifelike."— .Ai/jencewm. 


LI.— YOUNG  MRS.  JARDINE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

'  'Young  Mrs.  Jardine '  is  a  pretty  story,  written  in  pure  English." — Tho,  Times. 

'  There  is  much  good  feeling  in  this  book.    It  is  pleasant  and  wholesome."— .^l</j€?JCE«m 

'This  story  is  chai'mingly  tol±" — The  Queen. 


LII.— LORD  BRACKENBURY. 

BY  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"A  very  readable  story.  The  author  has  well  conceived  the  purpose  of  high-class 
novel-writing,  and  succeeded  in  no  small  measure  in  attaining  it.  There  is  plenty  of 
variety,  cheerful  dialogue,  and  general  '  verve '  in  the  book." — Athenceum. 


LIII.-IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"  In  '  It  was  a  Lover  and  his  Lass,'  we  admire  ]\Irs.  Oliphant  exceedingly.  Her  story  is 
a  very  pretty  one.  It  would  be  worth  reading  a  second  time,  were  it  only  for  the  sake  of 
one  ancient  Scottish  spinster,  who  is  nearly  the  counterpart  of  the  admirable  Mrs.  Mar- 
garet Maitland."— 2Y/wi. 


